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FERIST GLEIST; 

OR, 

LILIAN'S PRAYER. 



Much surprise was excited in the large circle of 
Dr. Grey's friends and patients when that rising 
physician announced his intention of giving up 
his London practice and retiring to a small 
village oh the Cumberland coast, and many 
attempts were made to dissuade him from thus 
secluding himself in a country life. But once 
let the doctor resolve upon a plan, and he was 
not long in putting it into execution. So, some 
few years before oUr story commences. Dr. and 
Mrs. Grey, with their merry troop of boys, took 
up their abode at Fern Glen. 

None of them ever regretted the change ; and 
the inhabitants of Brightstone were only too 
glad of the good fortune which brought such 
eminent skill into their vicinity. From Bright- 
stone Hall to its poorest cottage. Dr. Grey was 
soon universally respected. His power of adapt- 

B 



2 FERN GLEN; 

ing himself to the tastes and circumstances of 
others made him popular with all classes, and 
he came to be regarded, not as their medical 
adviser, only, but as a trustworthy and reliable 
friend. His amiable wife, if not more highly 
respected, was even , more beloved than he ; her 
gentle smile* and sympathising words often im- 
parting a twofold value to the ,doctor's more 
substantial gifts. 

Six healthy lively boys were no little care to 
the somewhat delicate lady ; and though Charles, 
the eldest, had remained with an uncle in Lon- 
don, perhaps, to the mother's heart, he was none 
the less a care for that circumstance. 

Allison, a handsome schoolboy of thirteen, 
was home for the summer holidays, and kept the 
junior members of the family in a constant state 
of joyous commotion. These younger ones were, 
first, the twins — Frank and Ernest — aged nine 
years ; then Arthur, who was seven ; and Wil- 
fred, the pet of all, nearly four. One fair-haired 
baby-girl had been lent them for a brief year; 
but before she could lisp her parents' names, she 
was recalled to her Father in heaven, and the 
vacant place had never been refilled. 

Now, however, the West Indian mail had 
brought intelligence of the death of Dr. Grey's 
youngest brother from an accident, and also that 
of his wife, who, always delicate, had succumbed 
to the shock, and now slept with him the long 
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sleep of death. She had committed her only- 
child to the care of a friend, who was now on his 
way to England, and would leave her in London, 
at the house of Mr. Howard, the doctor's brother- 
in-law. 

The thought of receiving little Lilian to their 
home was the one alleviation of the sad news ; 
and the doctor prepared at once to go to London, 
hoping to arrive there in time to welcome her on 
her arrival. 

"Poor little thing!" observed Mrs Grey; 
" the letter does not say much about her — does it, 
Fred ? " 

" No ; the only reference to her is this : ' She is 
a quiet shy child, and does not feel her loss so 
much as we should expect ;' but then we do not 
know how far these people, Mr. and Mrs. Clay- 
ton, are capable of judging ; they may know 
little or nothing about her." 

" No ; and «he may not like them to see her 
fret; but she must feel very sad and lonely 
sometimes, we must try to make her happy 
when she comes." 

"You cannot help doing that, Mary, to all 
who come near you," answered her husband, 
looking fondly into her clear eyes, through which 
shone out radiantly the spirit of the golden rule. 
" But I must go now." 

Mrs. Grey watched him pass through the 
flower-garden, and disappear down the glen-side. 
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She waited till he had climbed the further bank, 
where he turned, waved his hand, and then was 
lost to sight in the wood. 

We must now turn to the orphan Lilian. 
The vessel arrived in Liverpool a day earlier 
than was expected, so one night was spent there 
by the three travellers. The next morning they 
set out for London, whence the Claytons in- 
tended to start for Dover the same evening. 
After tea, they hired a carriage to put Lilian 
down at Mr. Howard's, and take them forward 
to their train. 

" Here's the house," said Mr. Clayton, as they 
stopped before a handsome villa residence. 
"Now, little one, good-bye; — Let her go, Clara; 
we have no time to lose if we are to catch our 
train." 

A hasty kiss, and Lilian was left standing 
on the steps, watching the flutter of Mrs. Clay- 
ton's ribbons, as she looked out of the carriage- 
window ; and then, feeling once more friendless, 
she turned, and found a footman holding the 
door open. 

" Mrs. Howard — does she live here ? " asked 
the child, timidly, adding, *'She is expecting 
me to-morrow." 

" Oh, yes, miss ; walk in, please. Mrs. How- 
ard's out, and Master, too, and won't be home 
till late ; but Mr. Grey 's expected every minute," 
and he ushered her into a large drawing-room, 
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and left her alone. She stood still on the 
hearthrug, thinking sadly of the old times and 
familiar faces, and wondering if Mr. Clayton 
had been mistaken in calling her uncle Dr, 
Grey ; for the servant here said Mr.^ not Dr., 
Grey. She almost hoped it was so, for she 
thought a doctor must be a cross sort of gentle- 
man, who would have no sympathy with her ; 
and she had just conjured up a severe doctorial 
countenance among the grate-shavings on which 
her eyes were- absently fixed, when the door 
opened, and Charles Grey entered. He held out 
his hand, saying, " I am sorry aunt is not at 
home. Are you very tired ? won't you sit down ? " 
And he drew up a large armchair to where she 
stood. 

" Thank you," she said, timidly, and then the 
two were silent ; Charles, at least, feeling uncom- 
fortable, and wishing someone else would come. 
Suddenly the thought occurred to him his cousin 
might be hungry, and he asked her if she had 
had tea. Again her quiet answer, " Yes, thank 
you," was the prelude of a long pause, ended by 
the ringing of the front-door bell, and a cheer- 
ful voice asking questions in the hall. Presently 
the owner of the voice, Dr. Grey himself, walked 
into the room, and was warmly greeted by his son. 
After a brief conversation, Charles went out, to in- 
form Mr. and Mrs. Howard of Dr. Grey's arrival, 
as he intended returning home with Lilian the 
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following morning. The little girl had risen 
when her uncle entered, and he now took the 
easy-chair she had occupied, and drew her on 
his knee, while he gently took off her hat, cloak, 
and gloves. Then folding his arms round her, 
and kissing her fondly, he looked down into her 
large blue eyes, and whispered, softly, " Will you 
love your uncle, little one ? " The affection 
shown both in the question and caress were too 
much for the child's composure. She struggled 
to free herself, and to repress the flow of tears 
that would come, but in vain : the long-pent-up 
grief would have its way, and, hiding her face 
on the doctor's shoulder, she sobbed bitterly. 
He was too wise to try to check her at first, know- 
ing that it was the best possible relief for her, and 
fearing that she had already suffered from her 
forced composure during the long sea-voyage. 
At length he asked, caressingly smoothing her 
shining hair, " What is it, love ? " The inquiry 
was put more to restrain the violent emotion, than 
for the sake of the answer, and the questioner was 
not prepared for the vehement reply : 
, " I shall never sit on papa's knee again, and 
there is no one in the world to love me." 

" But/love you very dearly, and your aunt " 

" Why do you : you don't know me, I don't 
love people I don't know ? " 

" Listen, Lilian," and she raised her head, and 
waited for more. " Once I had a very dear play- 
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fellow, who was always with me, and we loved 
each other so much that we could not bear to be 
separated. But when we both grew up, we 
were obliged to part. He went over the sea, 
and we hoped for the time which would bring us 
together again ; but that bright future we pic- 
tured never came — never will come now. He 
died in that far-away country, and I never saw 
him again, but he sent me a precious gift to 
keep in remembrance of him. Don't you see 
how I must love what he left me ? " 

" I know who you mean, Uncle Grey ; you 
mean papa, and I am his gift to you," said the 
child, slowly ; then clasping her hands round his 
neck, she added, in a low sweet voice, " I will 
try to be a good gift, too, and I do love you 
already." 

Dr. Grey kissed her fair white cheeks and 
brow, and uttered a fervent '* Bless you, my 
darling ! " And then they sat in silence some 
time, till the carriage was heard rolling up the 
drive, and Mr. and Mrs. Howard and Charles 
Grey entered the drawing-room. 

" Well, doctor," said the first-named gentle- 
man, holding out his hand ; " so you've found a 
new baby to nurse ; one of the right sort, too, 
this time, I see. Come, give me a kiss. Miss 
Muffet, won't you ? " And he advanced his sandy 
moustache into the neighbourhood of Lilian's 
mouth, which, however, was quickly turned 
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away, with a demure but decided " I'd rather 
not, thank you," which ma4e all the four smile ; 
and Mrs. Howard said, in an amused tone : 

"Don't you like gentlemen to kiss you, then ? " 

"No," answered Lilian, "at least not when 

they've " she broke off timidly, her natural 

shyness getting * the better of her. But the 
listeners were curious to hear the sentence fin- 
ished, and the doctor, to help her out, said, 
cheerfully, " When they've got a moustache, you 
mean, do you not ? " 

" No," said Lilian, truthfully; " I meant — only 
I didn't know whether it would be proper to say 
it — ^when they've been smoking," and she bent 
her face to its hiding-place again. 

" Whew ! " whistled the reproved gentleman. 
" I see you've come over to evangelise us hea- 
then ! So you're a member of the Anti-Pufiing 
Society, are you ? Should hardly have expected 
it, either, from your quarter of the globe; I 
thought you would rather have a fondness for 
the weed." 

Lilian was fairly puzzled ; she said, as if un- 
certain of her ground : " I like flowers a great 
deal better than weeds, if that is what you 
mean." 

" Oh, I see," laughed Mr. Howard, " The Lily 
is too queenly a flower to allow a weed to in- 
trude into her vicinity ; no doubt you are right, 
too, the weed must submit to its fate." 
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Lilian looked appealingly at her uncle. 

" Come, come, Howard," he said, " the child 
is- tired to-night, save your nonsense for to- 
morrow. Janet, will you find her some supper, 
and let her go to bed at once ? " 

Lilian was tired, and when, after supper, Mrs. 
Howard undressed her, and tucked her snugly 
up in the large bed, she fell asleep almost before 
the lady had finished arranging the curtains. 

"Poor dear!" she said, returning to the dining 
room, " she is asleep already, I hope she will 
not awake till morning." 

This hope, however, was not destined to be 
realised. Just when the first tinge of dawn was 
showing itself in the outer world, though almost 
totally shut out firom Lilian's chamber by Vene- 
tian blinds and massive window-hangings, the 
child awoke. A few minutes she lay still think- 
ing over the previous day's journey, her uncle's 
welcome to her, and Mrs. Howard's kindness ; 
then she began to wonder what her aunt and 
cousins were like, and if they would learn to 
love her as much as her uncle did already. 
Suddenly she fancied she heard a subdued noise 
at the far side of the large room, and with a beat- 
ing heart sat up to listen. There was nothing 
audible, and she turned over on the pillow 
and prepared to sleep again. Morpheus had 
almost wrapt her in his embrace, when again 
the noise came, louder than before, and this 
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time there was no doubt as to its being real. 
Lilian was not superstitious — the dim, shadowy- 
forms of the large wardrobe, mirrors, and other 
articles of furniture, curious as they looked in 
the dusky light now beginning to steal in 
through the few available chinks, had no terror 
for her ; but the low unknown sounds were more 
than she could quietly listen to, and after trem- 
bling some minutes, she sprang out of bed, 
opened the door, and threw h'erself on to a 
couch which stood on the landing. Here she 
remained, with her eyes fixed on the door she 
had just closed behind her, expecting something 
to rush out after her, and not knowing in which 
of the many bedrooms to seek anyone to pro- 
tect her. At last, wearied with ' fatigue and 
fright, she fell into a sound sleep, in which she 
was found by the first servant who rose in the 
morning. 

" Why, if here isn't that little thing out on 
the landing, all in the cold ! Waken up, dear, 
you'll get your death lying out here ; come, let 
me take you back to bed." 

But once fairly awake, Lilian had no inclina- 
tion to return to the bedroom till the mystery 
was solved, and keeping hold of Susan, she told 
her all about the noise and her own fears. 

" Why, miss, there's nothing at all, I'm sure," 
said the girl, entering the room, " where did you 
think it was r 
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" Somewhere at that side of the room ; there 
it is again, didn't you hear it ? " 

"Yes, I heard it," said Susan, laughing, " and 
I wish I'd heard it before, instead of you ; that 
plaguy cat's always getting shut up somewhere 
it oughtn't to," and on her unlocking the ward- 
robe door, out jumped a fine tortoise-shell cat, 
followed by a snow-white kitten. 

" Oh, what a lovely kitten, I never saw such a 
beauty ; do let me have it, do please ! " and 
Lilian picked up the tiny cat and stroked its soft 
coat in a soothing way, very agreeable to feline 
nature. 

" Well, now, miss, just let me help you into 
bed, and tuck you up, and perhaps you'll get a 
nap before breakfast time, it really is a most 
cur'ous thing how that animal got in that ward- 
robe, and on missis's velvet mantle, too ! " shak- 
ing out that article. ** Come, miss, now." 

" Mayn't pussy stop in bed with me, please, 
she is so nice?" 

"Well, I never knew a cat sleep in our beds 
before; but I suppose it must if you want it," 
and the strong servant lifted the little girl and 
the kitten up into bed, covered the clothes over 
them, and went down to her work. 

It was a pretty sight when Mrs. Howard 
came to awaken her little visitor ; one arm was 
twined round the white kitten, which had just 
roused itself, and was purring in satisfaction at 



12 FERN GLEN; 

its new quarters, and lying on its back was 
sleepily patting Lilian's long floating curls with 
its velvet paws, while the child slept on undis- 
turbed, with a sweet smile on her fair face. 

" I declare it's a pity to awake her, poor little 
thing ; Fred, just look here a minute," she said, 
beckoning to Dr. Grey, who was passing, and 
he could not help bending down to kiss the little 
sleeper. " Mamma," she murmured, softly ; and 
the doctor turned aside to conceal the tears that 
sprang to his eyes, while Mrs. Howard gently 
told Lilian it was necessary she should get up 
at once, as her uncle wished to leave in less 
than an hour. In a short time ' she was quite 
ready, and seated at breakfast. The others had 
breakfasted some time before, and no:w stood or 
sat about the room watching Lilian, who was 
sharing her breakfast with the kitten, which, 
indeed, got the largest share of the two. 

" Will you be sorry to leave us ? " asked Mr. 
Howard, as she rose from the table, and allowed 
Mrs. Howard to tie on her hat. 

Lilian looked down ; she could not say " Yes," 
for she wanted much to get home, and Mr. 
Howard had not impressed her favourably the 
previous night, nor had there been time for him 
to make himself agreeable to her, as he could 
to most people when he chose ; so she kept on 
safe ground, and answered, gravely, " I shall be 
very sorry to leave pussy, poor pussy ! " 
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"We will be very good to her, and call her 
* Lily,' in remembrance of you," said Charles, 
"shall we?" 

" No, I wouldn't like a cat called my name at 
all ; only I would like you to be kind to her all 
the same." 

" How would you like to take her with you ? " 
asked Mrs. Howard, smiling. " Could you 
manage another companion, Fred, and would 
Mary have no objection, do you think ?" 

Dr. Grey hesitated ; but a glance at Lilian's 
eager face decided him. " Well, pack her up, if 
you think you can manage her, Lilian ;" adding, 
with a funny look, " only mind she doesn't mew 
on the way." 

" Oh, I don't think she will ; may I have a 
basket, please?" 

The basket was brought, puss was secured 
firmly, and, in the midst of kisses and good- 
byes, Lilian and her uncle were driven away to 
the station. Charles saw them off, and charged 
his papa with numerous messages to all at Fern 
Glen, standing with the handle of the carriage- 
door in his hand till the porters called out, 
" Stand back, there ! " One loud, shrieking 
whistle, and they were whirled away towards 
the north. The doctor had his paper, and Lilian 
curled herself up in the corner seat, and looked 
out on the green banks, and fields, and houses, all 
flitting past so swiftly, it was a continual plea- 
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sure to her, for this was only her second railway- 
ride. Once they had to wait a couple of hours, 
and after having dined, they went to look 
through the town at which they were detained. 
There was not much of interest, but the doctor 
could make very small matters interesting, and 
his little niece found the change a pleasant 
break in the day's journey. The second half 
she passed on her uncle's knee, nestling close to 
him with a confidence as great as though he 
had been an old friend. They did not talk 
much, for he feared to open afresh the wound, 
and all conversation about her former life 
brought the ready tears to her eyes. Her uncle 
could not bear to see them there, so he directed 
her attention to various outward objects — teased 
her about her little travelling companion, who 
had behaved admirably all the way, except once 
when the guard came to examine tickets, it gave 
a loud, prolonged mieu-Uy which made him 
laugh, and inquire if the third passenger could 
produce a ticket — a little to Lilian's alarm, as 
as she knew her uncle had only taken two. 

" Do they take cats for nothing ?" she asked, 
when the man was gone. " Papa said that, in 

England " but her voice trembled, and once 

more the sobs burst forth, in spite of her attempts 
to stifle them, and she hid her face on her 
uncle's coat. He left her quiet a few minutes, 
and then said cheerfully : 
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" Look out, Lily ; do you see those masts ? 
that is Brightstone, where we get out, and then 
we shall only have a few miles' drive before we 
are at home." 

Lilian roused herself, and, with the gathering 
together of their various parcels, and giving 
some final ties to pussy's basket-lid, she was 
quite lively by the time the train stopped at the 
little sea-side station. 

A tall, strong, though grey-haired man opened 
the door of their compartment, touching his hat 
to the doctor, who greeted him with a cheery 
"All well, Donald?" 

"All well, sir; hope you're the same, and 
the little miss. So this is Master Arthur's lassie ! 
and a bonnie one, too ; she's like her father and 
her mither as well ; eh ! but she was a bonnie 
leddie, she was, and as gude as bonnie." 

" Did you know mamma when she was little ? 
Oh, will you tell me about her?" and Lilian's 
small hands held the Scotchman's hard brown 
one fast in her earnest purpose. 

" That I will anither time ; but I'll go and 
get the traps in now." So saying, he turned to 
lift out the portmanteau and the rest of the lug- 
gage, and carried them to a light pony-carriage 
which stood at the gate. , 

" How are you to get back, Donald ? the pony- 
chaise will only take two." 

" No, sir ; the black mare's down at the smithy. 
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I'll ride her home ; the mistress wants some 
errands doing ; and, besides, I thought you'd go 
quicker in the small car, and they're fain to 
see you back." 

With a respectful salutation he departed, and 
the pony, on its homeward way, cantered gaily 
over the smooth good road. To the left, a 
broad green expanse of soft turf sloped down to 
the cliffs, below which the water rippled in tiny 
waves, sparkling and shimmering in the crimson 
glow of sunset. To the right, a low stone wall 
bounded a thick green wood, whose overhanging 
branches threw a flickering shade upon the 
path. Lilian sat entranced with the beauty 
of the scene; her blue eyes were sparkling 
as brightly as the wavelets, and the light 
breeze brought a dainty tinge of rose to her 
pale cheeks. She said nothing, but the doctor 
saw much in the closely-clasped hands and 
the rapt expression of face; he was quite 
satisfied that she appreciated her new home, so 
far, at least, as its surroundings were concerned. 
At length they turned away from the sea, and 
their road lay between two nut-woods, as they 
were nearing Fern Glen. Round a sharp curve, 
and there it was before them, looking its best, 
with the soft evening light playing on its white 
front, and illumining every window with a wel- 
coming glow. There was no time, however, for 
silence, for at this moment two strong, ruddy 
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boys sprang out from behind a bush, and seized 
the pony's reins, causing it to back abruptly. 

" Steady, boys, steady ! " said their father, to 
whom such a surprise had ceased to be a sur- 
prise, " you will frighten your cousin ; jump in 
and give her a kiss ! " 

No sooner said than done; and Lily had no 
escape from the somewhat boisterous embrace 
of the boys, who at once turned to ask papa to 
let them drive Lilian up to the house. 

"You know you promised, papa, if we were all 
right while you were away." 

" Well, and have you been good, Ernie ? " 
turning to the quieter of the two; but his 
brother answered for him. 

"Yes, dreadfully good, papa; we did want 
you to be quick back." 

" For fear your goodness should not la3t, eh, 
my boy. Where's Allison ? '* 

" Oh, somewhere about ; Wilfie wouldn't let 
him come with us, so he stayed, and Bruce 
would stop with them." 

" Well, then, I'll walk up to the house. You 
won't be afraid of changing charioteers, will 
you, love i there is no danger. Now, boys, be 
careful," and after watching them fairly atarted, 
the doctor took a short cut to the side of the 
house. 

Mrs. Grey had meant to meet her niece at 

the door; but her thoughts irresistibly went 

c 
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back to the time when her darling sister had 
left that very house, bright and joyous, with her 
young husband by her side, full of anticipations 
of a future meeting, after a few years' residence 
in the land to which they were then bound, and 
she remembered Rose's last words, "If we don't 
meet here again, we shall in heaven, Mary." 
Mary had answered, " Yes ; " but as yet, though 
in all else she was all but perfect, she had not 
experienced that trust in Christ, and full de- 
pendence upon Him, which alone could ensure 
such a meeting. Ever gentle in nature, she had 
yielded heart and soul to her husband's fond and 
generous guidance, and had knowingly closed 
her eyes to his one defect, and greatest of all 
lacks — the lack of religious principle. True, she 
had been brought up under pious influence, and 
their sweet odours often breathed forth uncon- 
scious fragrance in her daily life. 

Rose was so different, as she thought, sadly 
sitting and ^musing that bright summer even- 
ing ; how was it ? If only she could come back, 
and tell her the secret of her happy life, and now 
equally happy death ! but it might not be, she 
would never again look in that sweet face or 
hear the glad tones which had been the music 
of her early days. Rose was gone ; but hark ! 
the carriage wheels, and they are bringing Rose's 
child ! She left her chair, but was so agitated 
that she was obliged to resume it, and wait in 
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silent expectation. Lilian was received at the 
front with a hearty welcome from Allison, whose 
frank, manly greeting at once gained him a 
high place in her favour. By his side stood a 
younger boy, whose face was brim ftiU of fun 
and mischief, and though, for once, he stood 
still and demipre as a mouse, you might feel 
very sure it was a most unusual state of affairs ; 
this was Arthur. Clinging to Allison's hand, 
and ruffling his well-brushed top-knot against 
him, without any recollection of the time nurse 
had spent in bringing her favourite curl to per- 
fection, was little Wilfred ; shy, darling, petted, 
but not spoiled, Wilfie. After a little coaxing, 
he was persuaded to look up, and to his brother's 
surprise, after one glance, he put his fat little 
hand into Lilian's, and said : 

"Wilfie will tate Tousin Lily to Wilfie's 
mamma." 

"That's a darling," said Allison. "Come, 
and I will open the door." 

They crossed the hall, entered a large cheerful 
room, and Lily, after one moment's hesitation, 
dropped, for the first time, her precious basket, 
let Wilfred's hand free, and was in her aunt's 
arms. No need, now, to ask if her aunt would 
love her ; no more friendless feelings ; kisses and 
tears mingled on Lily's cheeks ; the orphan was 
at home. How long they might have sat thus, 
we know not ; poor little Wilfred sat unnoticed 
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on the floor. Twice he had said, '^ Don't try, 
mamma/' and getting no answer^ was just 
about to cry for sympathy, when a diversion 
was effected by Dr. Grey's entrance from the 
surgery. 

" What's the matter with my little king ? " 
And the child was. danced up on to his father's 
shoulder, where he sat enthroned, as a matter 
of course, while the doctor gave his wife an 
account of friends in London, and other news, 
and then tossing him to the floor, whispered 
loud enough for Lilian to hear, ** What's in that 
basket, Wilfie?" 

Wilfred scampered on all fours towards it ; but 
Lily had sprung up, and reached it first, saying : 

" Oh, my pussy ! I had forgotten it." 

"Have you dot a pussy — a live pussy-^in 
your bastet, Tousin Lily ? " 

"Yes, such a beauty; all white," said Lily, 
tugging at the string, and succeeding in loosing 
one side of the lid, whereupon pussy, awakened 
by the shaking of her sleeping-quarters, put out 
one paw, to Wilfie's great delight. 

" Oh, it has a white foot ; see, papa, it has a 
white foot ! " 

** Why don't you let it out, Lily ? " 

" I can't get the knots out, uncle." 

" And you couldn't ask me for a kni£^ little 
Independence,'^ said the doctor, looking at her 
with a comical face ; " move 0^ ]iow> while I let 
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this wild animal go free. Now, then, quick. Jack, 
and begone ! " 

Off caiiie the string, up went the lid, and out 
jumped the white kitten^ who, first taking a 
hasty survey of its new home, sprang on the 
sofa, thence to the table, and finally lodged be- 
hind the lustres on the mantel-piece. Wilfie 
almost screamed with delight, and Lily stood in 
dismay, fearing some damage would ensue, 
though she took comfort from the smile on her 
aunt's face. She eagerly watched her uncle's 
efforts to catch the kitten, in which he at length 
succeeded, and handed it over to Lily to take 
charge of. Just then the tea-bell began to ring, 
and the boys came trooping in to fetch them to 
the dining-room, and Lilian's shyness partially 
returned in the throng of cousins, and confusion 
of tongues, which followed. She kept close to 
her aunt, and would have -slipped into the chair 
next her, but her uncle called out : 

" No, Lily, not there ; I want you — come here. 
If your aunt has you there, she'll forget to put 
any sugar in my tea, or some such mischief; 
now she can look at you, and you at her, and 
I can look at you both, so we shall all be 
satisfied." 

"Sarah, take the kitten to the kitchen, and 
give it some milk," said Mrs. Grey. 

"Wilfie tate it; let Wilfie tate it;" said the 
child, scrambling down from his high chair. 
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" No, sit Still, Master Wilfred, I'll take the 
cat," said the maid. 

" No, no, me tate it ; Wilfie will tate it, go 
away, Sadah." 

" Wilfred, you must not speak so to Sarah," 
said Mrs. Grey, quietly ; " get your tea now, and 
you shall go and see pussy, afterwards." 

Wilfred looked inclined to be sulky ; but a nice 
slice of cake, slily introduced on his plate by 
papa, set him to work, and by the time that was 
disposed of, his good humour was quite restored. 
Once again Frank nearly upset Ernie's temper, 
by an unfortunate allusion to something which 
had occurred during the day, but the storm was 
averted by Mrs. Grey's prompt, though gentle, 
words. On the whole, the novel scene of a large 
family group did not make an unfavourable im- 
pression on the young stranger's mind. She 
was still tired, though very happy nestling by 
her aunt on the sofa, and was not sorry when, 
soon after the nurse had taken away the two 
youngest boys, Mrs. Grey proposed to take Lily 
to her room. Allison, Frank, and Ernest were 
gone somewhere, so her uncle was the only one 
left to bid good-night to, and his hearty kiss 
and fond close clasp made Lilian's heart bound 
with a happy throb. 

Up the broad staircase, through two long 
passages, and they entered a small but pretty 
room, facing the west, where the last rosy 
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Streaks were floating on a sky of pale sea- 
green and amber light. Mrs. Grey left the 
room for a few moments, and returning, found 
the child kneeling by the bedside, her hands 
clasped, and the golden head bowed on them, 
just as her mother's head had often been in that 
very spot ; she was speaking half aloud, and her 
aunt stood silent on the mat, — " Make me good, 
like mamma, and make me a good gift to uncle 
and aunt, for Christ's sake. Amen." Mrs. Grey 
waited till she had risen, and then helped her to 
prepare for rest, with a feeling of almost reve- 
rent love. As she bent over her for a final kiss, 
she whispered — 

" This was your mamma's room when she was 
a little girl ; I thought you would like it best." 

" Thank you, Auntie, darling Auntie, I am so 
glad.'' 

" Well, now you must go to sleep, love. Good 
night." 

" Good night." 

So this was mamma's room ! how nice it is — I 
wonder if she slept in this bed, and if they didn't 
have prayer here, when she was little. Oh, yes, 
she said, grandpa always did ; I wonder why 
uncle does nqt, perhaps it was because I was 
tired, or they may be having it now. We did 
not say grace at tea, either — perhaps they don't. 
Mamma said I should find some things different 
here from home, but I hope they will not be 
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those things; and, weary of wondering, the 
child turned to sleep, with one last thought, 
"Oh, mamma, mamma," which had been her 
last thought at night, and first in the morning, 
ever since the day that had left her in that 
saddest of earthly conditions — motherless. 

She awoke early next morning, feeling quite 
fresh, and happier than she had done for long. 
Quickly dressing, she stood at the window, 
gazing out on the beautiful hills and woods 
which stretched as far as she could see. Just 
then she heard a strong voice, singing in an 
undertone somewhere beneath her room, and 
leaning out, she saw Donald sharpening his 
scythe, and heard the words ever sweet since 
the time when David first penned his imperish- 
able psalm, and very sweet in the quaint Scotch 
version — 

" The Lord's my Shepherd, Til not want." 

" That's the man who knew mamma, I'll go 
and talk to him ;" she turned for her hat, and 
saw her Bible, which she had not yet read. 
"But I must read my chapter first, though 
perhaps he'll be gone, I will come back and 
read it after ;" and she reached the door, there 
stood irresolute, and finally turned round, and 
sat down to read. "Mamma said, always do 
this first, and I will. * Them that honour me, I 
will honour.' How strange I should see that 
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just now ; well, I do want to honour God, and 
mamma said it was honouring Him to do what 
He wished." 

A few minutes' reading, and Lily's light foot- 
steps were tripping over the gravel to Donald's 
side ; he did not see her at first, and went on 
humming his psalm in time to the swing of his 
scythe. How beautiful all looked in the breezy 
morning air ; how fresh the sound of the falling 
of the short dewy grass under the scythe, and 
how gaily the flowers nodded their early greet- 
ing to their new visitor ! 

Donald looked up at last, and a bright, beam- 
ing smile overspread his hard, Scotch features, 
as he saw the little girl standing by his side. 

" You're not going to waste this morning in 
bed, miss, and you're in the right of it too ; a 
breath of this fine air '11 soon bring the roses to 
your cheeks. Why your mother's face was as 
pink as my moss roses." 

"Did mamma get up early r" asked Lilian. 

" Ay, so she did ; she was up with the lark, 
and as blithe as any birdie. Eh, but there was 
a merry ring in her voice, it did one's heart good 
to hear her carolling about the place; there's 
none left like Miss Rose;" and the old man 
went on with his mowing, brushing off the 
moisture from his sun-burnt cheeks, while Lily 
stood by, with kindling eyes and flushed face, 
to hear more of her mother's childhood. 
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" Miss Mary was always kind, and there never 
was a better mistress ; but your ma was like 
the flowers in May, bless her ; you see the love 
was in her heart, and could no more help 
comin' out than the daisies can keep their eyes 
shut when the sun shines on 'em. Does the 
little leddy know what love it was in her mither's 
heart that made her sae bonnie and sae gude ? " 

Donald's Scotch seldom came out, save when 
he was in deep earnest, as he was now, while 
he turned his keen grey eye on the little maiden. 
Her eyes were cast down, and she answered, 
slowly : 

" It was the love of Jesus, wasn't it, Donald ? " 

" Yea, that it was ; and has my bairn got that 
love in her heart ? " 

" I think so ; I know I have a little, but I am 
afraid it is not much." 

" Eh, well, the good Lord will give more to 
them that's got the first bit ; you must just keep 
on askin' and lovin' and He'll do the rest." 

A few more swathes fell beneath the steady 
scythe, when a merry " Good morning " startled 
Lily from her reverie, and Allison's arm was 
thrown playfully round her. 

" Caught, birdie,' caught ; what will you give 
to be set free ? " but Lily slipped from his hold, 
and ran with a speed that showed plainly that 
if she had not the wings of a bird, she had, at 
least, the feet of a swift runner. Her cousin 
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was surprised to find it some time before he 
could overtake her ; and when, at length, he did 
so, it was to see her, laughing and breathless, 
on her uncle's knee in the wide porch. 

" What has my white lily been doing to get 
such roses ? " he inquired, when she almost ran 
over him in her flight ; "come, that's enough for 
this morning. Auntie will think I have brought 
her a wild Indian home if you make such an 
appearance at breakfast." 

" Oh, my hair ; yes, I'll go and put it straight. 
Let me go, please — ^please, uncle." 

"Well, no, not if you are going to put it 
straight; I like it better curled. There's the 
bell; never mind, you look better than I've 
seen you before ; what ^o you say, mamma ? " . 

" Her morning walk certainly seems to have 
done her good," said Mrs. Grey, kissing her; 
" I am glad to see that something can bring the 
colour into her cheeks. 

" Colour ! " said the doctor, " why, if she takes 
a fancy to running races with the boys, after the 
fashion I saw this morning, the first gipsies that 
camp in this neighbourhood will run off with 
her, thinking she belongs to them, her face will 
be so rosy." 

"Those curls do not look like a gipsy-child, 
Fred," said Mrs. Grey, laughing at her hus- 
band's sally, " how much happier she looks, and 
so much stronger, too." 
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But even after her exercise, Lilian's appetite 
was very slender, and the doctor saw, with 
little satisfaction, how quickly the colour faded 
from her face, leaving it so white and thin 
as to raise serious apprehensions as to the 
state of her health. Breakfast over, he pre- 
pared to set out on his daily round of visits, 
first giving strict charge to Lilian not to over- 
tire herself. 

"I leave her in your care, Allon, my boy; 
you can show her the grounds, but do not go 
into dangerous places ; and remember, Frank 
and Artie, especially, that your cousin is not a 
rough boy, but a rather delicate little girl. 
Mary, she had better lie down an hour when 
she has had a ramble before dinner." 

"There's the horse, papa;" and the group 
stood by to watch Blackfoot and his rider out of 
sight. 

"Come, Ernest, let's go now; we're losing 
time ; what are we waiting for ? — oh, Lily. What 
a bother it must be to be a girl, and have to 
put a whole heap of things on just to go in the 
garden." 

"She's not been long, though," said Ernest, 
who just then saw her running down stairs. 
" Now, Frank, you'll keep us waiting while you 
get that down again, will you ? " 

Frank had been exercising his impatience by 
throwing his cap Up as high as possible, and 



OR, LILIAN'S PRAYER. 29 

the last time it caught and hung on the top of 
latticed porch. 

" How long will you have to wait ? not long 
for me ;" and the nimble boy scrambled up the 
light trellis-work with the agility of a squirrel, 
and was down again, cap in hand, in less than 
a minute. 

" Now, then, off we go ; here's Allison and 
Bruce, too ; good dog, good dog ! " as a great 
black Newfoundland dog sprang forward with a 
bark of joy, and gambolled round the boys with 
a firiskiness which threatened to overthrow now 
one now another of the merry party. Arthur 
managed at last to get on his back, and, as his 
steed rolled over to escape its unwonted burden, 
their combined weight came against Lily, and 
threw her down on the ground. Ernest and 
Allison turned back to help her up; but she 
was on her feet^ laughing gaily, and patting 
Bruce's rough head, while the sagacious animal, 
knowing it had done mischief, or, perhaps, 
liking the new sensation of a gentle stroking, 
stood quiet as a lamb. 

" What a beauty he is ! '* she exclaimed, as they 
continued their walk. 

" Yes, papa is very fond of him," said Allison. 

" Uncle Arthur gave him to papa when he 
went away," put in Arthur. 

'^ He brought him from his place in Scotland/^ 
added Frank. 
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" That was why he called him * Bruce/ " said 
Ernest. 

"Why?" asked Lily, not seeing the connec- 
tion. 

"Why, don't you know about Robert Bruce ?" 
asked Ernest, who prided himself on his his- 
torical knowledge. 

" No, I never heard of him ; who was he ?" 

" Never heard of him ! " said Arthur ; " why 
I've known him ever since I was a baby." 

"How much do you know about him, you 
young boaster," laughed Allison. " Come, let 
us hear what you know." 

" Why, it was him that saw the spider trying 
to get up to the ceiling, and it kept falling down 
again, nine times over." 

"Well, and what else? you haven't told the 
best part, Artie." 

" Oh, bother ! I've forgot it now," and off the 
child ran, with Bruce at his heels. 

" What was the rest. Cousin AUie ? " 

"You've found me a new name," he said, 
smiling. "Well, Robert Bruce was a brave 
man, and he could not bear his country should 
belong to the king of England, so he got some 
more of the bravest men in Scotland to fight, 
but without success ; and when he had nearly 
given up, he was hiding in a cave, and saw the 
spider Artie was talking about, and he made up 
his mind that as the spider had kept on trying 
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till it did what it wished, so would he ; and he 
went and fought one more battle, and conquered 
his enemies, and was always afterwards con- 
sidered a great hero, and the Scotch all think a 
great deal of him." 

" I wonder if Donald does — he's Scotch f " 

" Yes ; you should hear him talk about his 
own country. I like Donald very much, though 
he has some queer notions, as papa often says." 

" What sort ? " asked Lily, with her last night's 
fears coming into play again. 

"Oh, I don't know exactly; only thinking 
it's wrong to do things everybody does, and all 
that." 

" But what things ? " questioned Lily, wishing 
to know how far matters were to be according 
to her fears. 

" Why, like stopping at home on a Sunday, or 
going out a ride, or lots of things." 

" Going a ride ! — ^not on Sundays ; you don't 
go ride on Sunday, do you ? " 

" You queer little thing, what if we do, you 
don't need look so frightened; what's the 
harm ? " 

" But it's not right, it isfit right," and Lily's 
face flushed in her eagerness. 

"Tell me why, Lily; /don't think it is not 
right." 

" But Grod says so ! " she urged, in a lower 
tone, though not less in earnest. 
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" Where does He say so ? " her cousin asked, 
more to draw her out than for information. 

**In the Bible, where it says, * Remember 
that thou keep holy the Sabbath-day.' " 

" But why isn't it keeping it holy to go a ride 
as much as moping in church ; you can think 
about good things as well in one place as 
another." 

The younger boys had long since left them 
alone; and now Allison threw himself down on 
a dry, turfy bank, and drawing Lily to a seat 
beside him, looked archly into her face. 

" Now, come, give me a nice little sermon, and 
see if I won't listen as well out here as I would 
in church, and better, too, for I'm always half 
asleep there." 

"I wish you would not talk so. Cousin 
Allison, I don't think you mean it ;'* aad Lily's 
eyes filled with tears. 

" Nay, come, don't look so sad about it, you 
shall teach me better, and I will learn as fast as 
I can. Kiss me, Lily, and tell me how to begin 
to be good." 

" I can't, only '' 

" Only what ? '^ 

Lily's head bent very low, and she murmured, 
" I mean, if you would pray to God, He would tell 
you how to be good." 

" Well, I'll promise you I'll say my prayers 
every day till I go back to sch ool — ^will that do i 
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'^ Don't you say them at school ? " 

"No; how could a fellow kneel down in a 
room full of boys, all laughing* and whispering ; 
they mayn't speak up, only they do whenever 
they get a chance, fast enough." 
Does no one say any prayers." 
Oh, yes. Dr. Smith has prayer every morn- 
ing and night, so we all get our share ; we are 
not quite heathens, you see." 

" I am glad he has prayer ; but he can't tell 
what you want — each of you — like you could ask 
for yourselves." 

" What w^e want ! I never heard of asking for 
what I wanted when I said my prayers." 

"Well, but you know we are told to ask for 
everything, and if it is right for us to have it, we 
shall get it." 

"Why, Lily, you talk about our being told 
things just as if you had heard them said." 

" Mamma said it was just the same thing to 
us to read the Bible as it would be to listen if 
God spoke to us from heaven ; you would listen 
if He did speak to us two just now." 

"Yesj I should, but that would be different 
from just reading straight away in the Bible ; 
we have to read a chapter every day, but I don't 
see that it does us any good." 

" How long are you two going to sit talking 
there ? Come along, Lil/s seen nothing yet — 
we want to go up the glen" 
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"All right; come, Lily;" and he added, so 
that only she heard, " We'll have another talk ; 
I should like to be more like you, if I knew 
how." 

" Not like me " Lily began; but they were 

hastening along to join the three boys in front, 
and her cousin did not notice her words. 

Presently commenced an active scramble 
down the glen side, and along a rough, wind- 
ing path, strewn with rocks, and overhung with 
silver birch and scarlet-berried ash, now dipping 
down to the clear water side, now rising and 
overhangfing it, so that it required a steady eye 
and fearless foot to tread it in safety. The boys 
were so accustomed to it, that they never thought 
of classing it among " dangerous places " which 
their father had desired them to avoid. Lily felt 
some trepidation ; but her cousins could not have 
guessed it as she followed, carefully picking her 
way along ; now and then Allison's strong hand 
gave her a spring across some rather wider gap 
than usual, and with this occasional aid she 
kept on almost as fast as the others. Frank 
confided to Ernest that " Lily was first-rate ; he 
didn't think she could have got on half as well.*' 

They soon came to the turn of the brook, and 
a sharp corner brought them within sight of the 
waterfall, which supplied it ; and a splendid sight 
it was, as it came dashing over the lofty pro- 
jecting rocks, now sparkling in the sunlight, like 
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a shower of diamonds; now resting ' cool and 
crystal in the green, delicious shade of the trees 
in the richness of their full summer foliage. 
Half way down, beneath the fall, was a narrow 
ledge of rock, wide enough for a cautious person 
to cross under the white foaming shower, per- 
fectly dry, except when a wind in front blew the 
spray inwards, when it was dangerous in the 
extreme. A few steps in the bank led down to 
it ; but the boys were strictly forbidden to cross 
alone, and as Lilian looked, she felt sure she 
would never venture on so perilous a bridge, let 
the permission to do so be ever so freely granted. 
Charmed with the fall, she would have lingered 
long to gaze upon its ever-changing eddies and 
whirls, and its varying rainbow hues, but her 
companions hastened her onward up the steep 
bank to the level above, where the stream, broad 
and calm, showed little resemblance to the tu- 
multuous leap below. 

" Does the river go all round the grounds ? ** 
asked Lily; 'Mt seems to wind about a great 
deal — where does it come from i " 

"It runs on three sides," explained Ernest, 
"all except where the carriage-drive comes in 
from the road. When we go to the village, we 
cross on a little wooden bridge, just below where 
we started from this morning ; but oftener we 
cross on the stones — opposite the flower-garden ; 
there's a very good place to cross if the water is 
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not too high, and there's such a splendid old 
rock in the middle, like an arm-chair ; or more 
like a couch, covered with moss." 

" The stream rises up there, in the mountain ; 
we went to find it out — ^followed it all the \yay 
to discover the source, like Livingstone is doing 
in Africa, and we succeeded, too ; but I thought 
I shouldn't like to be him, it was quite bad 
enough to be ourselves; we got lost, and got 
no dinner that day. I had enough of it, any 
way. I want no more exploration tours, what- 
ever anyone else does," and Ernest threw him- 
self on the ground, and commenced pulling up 
long spikes of grass, and throwing them on the 
water, to see them gradually go more and more 
swiftly as they neared the fall. 

" Cousin Lily '11 know how lazy you are, soon, 
without our telling her," said Frank. " I vote 
she goes with us next time instead of you; she 
wouldn't keep wanting to turn back all the 
time." 

" Neither did I," retorted Ernest, " and you*d 
have been glad enough to get home^ if you'd 
known the way." 

" Leave off squabbling, you two ; where's 
Artie ? " 

Nobody knew ; he was with them when they 
were at the foot of the fall, and they had not 
missed him till now. 

^* I must look after him, he's in some mischief 
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or other, I'll be bound," said Allison, jumping to 
his feet, when a shout startled them. 

"AUon, quick, AUon!" and as he darted 
down the bank, he was just in time to catch his 
brother by the hand, and pull him, dripping, out 
of the stream. 

" What did you do that for, you silly child ? " 
called Frank, from the top, as he caught sight of 
his brother's wet plight. 

" Never mind talking, sir ; off with you home 
as fast as you can gallop," said Allison, giving 
him a parting shake ; " it's the third time youVe 
been in at that identical spot ; I wonder what 
you'll say to papa ! " 

" Papa '11 say you ought to have taken better 
care of me," shouted Arthur, as he ran quickly 
homewards. 

" Come, it's time for us to be going back, too," 
and Allison turned towards the house. 

" No, I'm not going ; we haven't shown Lily 
the suspension bridge," said Frank. 

" I'm sure it is time to go, if Lily is to rest, as 
papa said. Which will you do, Lily ? " 

" I think we had better go, though I do like 
being here." 

"Well, then, we may as well all go," and 
Ernest raised himself up, and took the lead with 
his cousin. 

" Did you never go to school ? " he inquired, 
presently. 
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** No, there was no school I could go to," 

" And can't you read ? " he asked, shrugging 
his shoulders. 

Lilian laughed merrily at the idea, 

" Why, Ernest, what a dunce you would have 
me ; I used to read nearly all the day long, ex- 
cept when I talked to mamma, or went out with 
papa," and a shadow came over her face at the 
recollection of those happy, happy days. 

Ernest was sorry he had called it there, and did 
his best to chase it away. " I'm glad you like 
reading ; you shall read all my books, if you 
like." 

'' Oh, thank you ! " said Lily, 

"You're not going to begin to pore over 
Ernie's rubbish, I hope," put 4n Frank, who had 
heard the last few words ; " it's enough to spoil 
anybody, sitting canking over dry old books 
all one's life, and one bookworm 's quite enough 
for a family ; don't you do it. Cousin Lily." 

" But I want to know about things, and people 
too ; you all know more than I do — like about 
Bruce this morning." 

" I have a little poem about him, I'll show you 
when we get in. I think you'd like it; Artie 
learnt it for Christmas, but he's forgotten it 
by now, I expect, though he remembers the tale, 
if not the words," said Ernest. 

"He remembers one line," remarked Frank, 
"for he's always saying it, or singing, or 
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thinking it ; he says it's going to be his motto : 
* He conquered, and why should not / /* I only 
hope it won't get him into more scrapes ; he's 
in plenty all the time." 

" Poor Artie ! will Aunt Mary be angry with 
him ? " 

" No, ma's used to it," laughed Allison ; " when 
we first came, some of us were in up to the knees 
every other day, and they got to keeping dry 
things always ready for us against we went in ; 
mamma was rather frightened, but papa said he 
had brought us out here to get strong and active, 
and a wetting now and then was better than 
never learning to climb and leap, and now no 
one ever goes in but Artie now and then ; see, 
he's here all right," as Arthur, in a dry suit, 
. came to join them. 

" Mamma says, you've stayed too long ; din- 
ner's just ready, and you're to be quick in." 

"Where are you off to, Artie, if dinner's 
ready ? " 
" I've had mine in the nursery.** 
" How's that ? Was mamma vexed ? " 
" Yes ; she said she told me last time I tumbled 
in, not to go on that rocking-stone again ; and 
so she did, but I forgot all about it, there was 
such a splendid fellow of a trout just come down, 
and I meant to catch him ;" and Arthur turned 
off to the stables. 
Mrs. Grey was firm with her children, though 
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never severe or hasty ; an accident never brought 
reproof, but disobedience never escaped it. 

Dinner finished, Mrs. Grey made Lily lie 
down on the sofa, covered her lightly, and, 
closing the door, left her to sleep. She was 
astonished when she awoke to find the table 
set for tea, and Dr. and Mrs. Grey standing by 
her side. 

"Well, darling, you have had a nice sleep," 
said her aunt, kissing her, and smoothing back 
her bright hair from her forehead; "how do 
you feel now ? " 

"Very comfortable, thank you," said Lily, 
suppressing a yawn. " Is it really tea-time ? " 

" Very nearly ;" and the doctor lifted her up 
on his knee, and kissed her as fondly as her 
aunt had done. " You must just do as you have 
done to-day every day for a month, and then I 
shall say you are a very good child." 

Lily felt very happy in her uncle's arms, and 
was almost sorry when tea and the boys came 
in. She soon roused up, however, amid the 
lively talk round the tea-table. Arthur was 
forgiven, and merry as ever; Frank full of 
humour and fun; and Ernest eager in telling 
his papa of Lily^s fondness for reading, and his 
intention to lend her all his books as fast as she 
wanted them. 

Indeed you won't, though. Master Ernest," 
interrupted Dr. Grrey ; " If Lily touches a book 
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for a month I won't be friends with her ; do you 
bear, little one ? " 

"Yes, uncle;" but it was so low that he 
scarcely heard the answer, and did not notice 
the quick tears that had rushed to her eyes. 
Allison saw them, but made no remark; and 
tea being over, the group dispersed. Mrs. Grey 
took Wilfie to the nursery, and the doctor de- 
parted to look after some arrangements for the 
morrow. 

Left alone, Lily buried her face in the cushions, 
and wondered what she was to do. Surely, 
uncle could not mean the Bible as well as 
other books ; she must read that, and yet it was 
a book, and she had as good as promised not to 
touch a book ; what must she do ? " 

" What is it, Lily ? " and her Cousin Allison's 
head was bent down to hers. 

"Oh, AUie, tell me what I must do; does 
uncle mean I may not read the Bible ? " 

" You'd better ask him ; he won't like your 
reading anything without leave after telling you 
not. I heard him saying to mamma that you 
had been allowed to read and think too much, 
and he would not let you do it here." 

" But people can't help thinkingy can they ? " 

" Well, no ; but they can help readings you know." 

" Yes, but I promised mamma never to miss, 
and that was a promise made before this one, so 
I think I ought to keep it." 
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" Yes, so do I ; and you need not say you've 
been reading, unless papa asks, for he does not 
like to be disobeyed/' 

" But it would be as much disobedience if he 
didn't know as if he did ; I think I will ask him, 
only I am so afraid of him saying No." 

" Well, if he does, therell be an end of it ; the 
Bible says we are to obey, doesn't it ? " 

^* Yes; but I am not sure if it means in things 
like this. Where is Uncle Fred ? " 

" In the surgery by himself." 

Lily went slowly towards the surgery, then 
turned, and went upstairs to her own room ; for 
one moment she knelt by the window, then 
taking her little Bible in her hand, ran quickly 
down, and knocked at her uncle's door. 

" Come in ;" and timidly opening the door, she • 
stood by it, till he looked up from some papers 
he was sorting. ** Well, pet, what brings you 
here ?" 

She was at his side now. 

"Uncle, please mayn't I read just one book 
every day ? " 

" A book every day ; why that's more than the 
wisest man in England does." 

" No ; I mean may I have one book to read a 
little in every day ? " 

"What book do you want — * Robinson Cru- 
soe,' or * Whittington's Cat,' or * Grimm's Fairy 
Tales,' eh ! which is it to be ?" 
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*' None of those, uncle ? " 
"What then ? tell me — I can't guess." 
Lily drew the little Bible from under her 
apron, and laid it on his knee ; he took it up, 
and opened it. On the fly-leaf was written: 
" Lilian Grey, from her loving mother ; for daily 
use." Half mechanically he turned over the 
leaves, while Lily watched him anxiously ; but 
he seemed to have forgotten her, and she could 
make nothing of his quiet, grave expression. 
At length, placing it in her hand and lifting 
her on his knee, he said: 

" What do you want to read it for, Lily ? " 
"Because mamma told me; and, besides, I 
like it." 

" I don't see what you can find to like in it ; 
it's for grown-up people, not little children like 
you to study." 

" But, uncle, you know what Christ said." 
" What was it ? " 

" Suffer little children to come unto me." 
" And is reading the Bible * coming ? ' " 
" Isn't it part of the coming, uncle ? " 
" I don't know ; run away now, dear, and read 
as much as you like, so that you don't get a long 
face with it." 

A warm kiss spoke the child's thanks, as she 
darted away to tell AUie her success. He seemed 
almost as glad as she was; indeed, Lilian's 
earnestness had made an impression upon him, 
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which he could not shake oflF, and seeing her 
Bible in her hand, he coaxed her to sit down, 
and read a chapter with him. This reading was 
continued every evening till the end of Allison's 
holidays ; and for the first time the boy went to 
school hedged about with high and noble prin- 
ciples, which proved the germ of future goodness 
and happiness, and which, in after years, he 
traced back to the seed sown by the unconscious 
hand of his conscientious little cousin. 

Almost too swiftly the days flew past ; walks, 
and rides, and drives, succeeded each other, and 
Lily was the life of them all. Her uncle and 
aunt, with much gladness, saw the thin cheeks 
rounding, and the white shoulders growing 
plumper. The boys asserted openly that they 
had never expected to meet with a girl like 
Lily. The servants would remark that the sight 
of her was as good as sunsl)ine; and old Donald, 
though he said little, was faithfully devoted to 
her service. Many were the pleasant surprises 
he schemed for her — ^restoring to its former plan 
the little garden, which had been her mother's, 
making it bright with some of his choicest 
plants, and even finding from some secret hiding- 
place, the spade and rake marked with '* Rose 
Allison." These he had preserved as a keep- 
sake of his dear young mistress, but was now 
glad to give them to her only child. In the 
house, Lily was her aunf s constant companion 
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filling, as well as might be, a daughter's place 
in love, and all the many tendernesses which go 
so far to make up the happiness of home. 

At last the day came for Allison's return to 
school, and, more reluctantly than usual, he bade 
adieu to his lovely home. Lily was very sorry 
he was going, as he had been her chief com- 
panion ; but her sadness was mingled with joy 
that Allison was taking with him a little pocket 
Bible, and had said that he would read it daily, not 
merely for the sake of his promise, but as a 
real pleasure. The time hung somewhat heavily 
after his departure ; all felt that something was 
wanting in the rooms which lately resounded 
with mirth ; the boys were dull and disconsolate, 
and, to add to their discomfort, the rain poured 
for two days almost incessantly. Lily, too, was 
inclined to give way to lowness of spirits, but 
the sight of her aunt exerting herself to amuse 
the children, and cheer them all, made her feel 
it her duty to do her part. Entering the nursery, 
she found Ernest down in a comer, lazily read- 
ing; Frank, with his hands in his pockets, 
whistling and watching the sky; and Arthur, 
doing all he could to teaze Wilfred — catching 
hold of him as he ran past, taking his things 
away when his head was turned, and a variety 
of such mischievous tricks, as idle boys generally 
have in readiness for those who may be near 
them. The little boy had borne it very well, till, 
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frock, into which, however, pussy's paws could 
not be persuaded, so they contented themselves 
with tying it round her neck. Then Frank put 
on a round pinafore of Lilian's, and took his 
place behind the little stand, holding the basin. 

" Let Wilfie hold pussy ; " so the white-robed 
cat was placed in his arms, while Lily and Ernest 
stood by as sponsors. 

"What is this child to be called?" inquired 
Frank, with gravity. 

" Oh, we havn't fixed on a name," said Arthur ; 
" call it ' Smuttie.' " 

"No, indeed!" exclaimed Lily; "'Fairy' 

would be nicer." 

"Yes, or *Frostie' or *Snow,'" said Ernest. 

" What do you say, Frank ? " 

But Frank, with commendable dignity, ob- 
served, that it was the clergyman's place to 
givey not to choose the name; he added, how- 
ever, that Lily's name pleased him the best ; so 
it was decided that * Fairy ' it should be. 

Instructed by Lilian, Wilfred stepped forward, 
and handed his burden to Frank, who, dipping 
his hand in the water, sprinkled a more than 
suflBlcient quantity on to the poor kitten's face, 
and pronounced her name to be " The White 
Fairy." 

A sudden end, however, was put to the cere- 
mony by the receiver of this unfieline appella- 
tion uttering a strong note of disapprobation ; 
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and, with a violent struggle, which left the 
christening-robe in Frank's grasp, she made her 
escape, darted through the open door, and down 
the garden. Lily followed in close pursuit, 
and she was the only one to rush after it. 
Frank was unable to get oflF the temporary sur- 
plice with which he had been invested, having 
tugged the strings into a tight knot, which 
Ernest vainly tried to disentangle; the latter 
had no inclination to go scampering through the 
rain, and though Artie had every inclination, 
he happened to have on only his slippers, and, 
to his great vexation, could only find one of his 
out-door boots, for he had pulled one ofiF in the 
lower kitchen the last time he was out, and 
brought the other into the playroom, where, 
after half-an-hour's search, he found it under a 
pile of chips he had made in cutting out a boat. 
Meanwhile, Lily ran on through the garden, 
springing over the gay flower-beds, dashing 
between the dripping shrubs, while pussy, terri- 
fied by the succession of christenings she received 
from the rain-laden plants, ran on and on, down 
the glen-side, where there was no path. Not 
a moment, however, did Lilian hesitate. On 
she went, amongst crackling branches and long 
wet ferns and grasses. At the brook pussy 
paused, and her little mistress stooped, calling 
" Chit, chit, chit ! " in her most enticing manner. 
Fairy arched her white back, and purred softly, 

£ 
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rubbing herself against a stone, and seemingly 
waiting to be picked up ; but no sooner did 
Lily bend to catch hold of her than a sudden 
leap took her to a stone a few feet from the 
bank. Lily took the leap after her, but Fairy 
was not to be caught so soon. From one rock 
to another she sprang with all the agility of her 
race, till she reached a broad, flat rock, covered 
with moss, and soaked now to a spongy con- 
sistency. 

"This must be the rock Ernie spoke of, so 
here is where they cross. Chit, chit, chit ! " 

Pussy heard, and turned; looked doubtful, 
then came slowly towards her. 

" Pretty puss ! chit, chit, chit ! good pussy ! " 

She was almost within reach now, but sud- 
denly a loud bark startled her, and she darted 
over the remaining rocks, and up the opposite 
bank, while Bruce, whose voice had rendered 
Lily's efforts useless, rushed through the water, 
splashing her from head to foot, as he shook 
himself beside her. 

" Oh, Bruce, you naughty dog ! " 

Poor Bruce hung his head ; though he crept 
up and licked Lily's wet hand he could not tell 
why his playfellow received him so differently 
from usual. 

Utterly disappointed, Lily turned to recross; 
but this was not so easy as the coming had 
been. Besides the lack of the excitement which 
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had urged her on before, there was this obstacle 
— the rocks almost uniformly had sloping top$, 
the lowest parts of which were towards the 
house; so, while it had been easy to spring 
down from one to another, to spring up Ik) 
a rock over a few feet of swiftly-rushing water 
was another matter^ Lily saw it was impossible 
for her to return that way ; she must go forward 
and find her way round by the road. She jumped 
to the next stone ; but the second was a low one, 
almost covered, and looking slippery and un- 
safe, while the strong flow of the stream, swollen 
by the rain, made her head dizzy. 

"Howell ye think to get over?" came from 
the other aide; and, looking up, she saw a 
ragged, uncouth-looking boy standing half way 
up the bank. 

" I don't know ; can you help me ? Oh, please, 
do!" 

" I daren't come ; send the dog oflF, and then I 
can try." 

" Bruce, good dog, go home ! " 

Bruce wagged his tail, and testified his joy at 
her altered tone, by jumping up and around 
her, much to her peril, as she stood on a very 
unsteady stone. 

" Give him som'ut to take, an' then he'll go." 

" Take this, Bruce ; see, Bruce ! " and she tied 
her black sash round his neck, and pointed to 
the house, as she had seen the boys do for fun 



52 FERN GLEN ; 

many a time. Away he bounded, and the boy 
was at the brook-side, and over the stones, to 
the one next to the low one in a moment. 
" Now, look sharp ; give me hold of ye." 

Lilian's head felt giddy. " I shall slip in, I'm 
sure I shall." 

" Well, you won't be much wetter if you do ; 
are ye comin' or not ? I shan't wait, I can tell 
ye; I'm goin'." 

" Oh, no, don't go ! " and Lily put out her hand. 

Whatever else the strange boy had, or had 
not, his foot was steady, and his grasp strong. 
Lily reached the bank in safety, and thanked 
him in sweet, though trembling tones. 

" What did ye come out in the rain for ? " he 
asked, roughly, in reply. 

"To catch my cat," said Lilian; "only it was 
frightened with the dog, and I've lost her now. 
Poor Fairy ! " 

They had reached the top of the bank, and a 
short distance through the nut-wood brought 
them to the road. 

"That's your way," said the boy, " and this is 
mine," climbing the opposite wall. " See, miss, 
is this an3rthing like the cat you was seekin' ? " 
and he pulled from his pocket poor wet Fairy. 

" Oh, yes !" said Lily, crossing the road ; " my 
own pretty kitty — please give her to me." 

"What'll you give me for it?" he asked, 
saucily. 
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"I've nothing here; but if you'll come to the 
house I will get you some money." 

" I dar say ! D'ye think ye' 11 catch me comin' 
to your house with a stolen cat to get paid for 
it? Well, so ye will, some day, when you 
catch your cat, and no sooner," and he dashed 
off through the wood, just as a neat, though 
handsome carriage turned the curve of the road. 
Its occupants were Dr. Grey and an elderly 
lady, whose calm face and smooth hair, not less 
than her dress, from which every tinge of colour, 
excepting brown and drab, was carefully ex- 
cluded, declared at once that she was a con- 
sistent member of the Society of Friends. With 
the sweetness of expression — almost the invari- 
able characteristic of members of this sect — was 
mingled an air of determination of will and 
firmness of purpose which would create among 
her acquaintances a fear of falling under her 
displeasure, or incurring her disapprobation. 
At present, however, the smile was uppermost ; 
she was conversing rapidly, though clearly, and 
with perfect dignity with the doctor, when sud- 
denly she exclaimed, 

" Cousin Frederick, did thee see that child ? " 

" What child ? " asked her companion. " No 
child would be out in pouring rain like this that 
had anywhere to shelter; it must have been 
one of the fishermen's children." 

" Indeed it did not strike me so ; if it could 
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be, I should have thought it was the little girl 
of whom we were just speaking ; her hair was 
in long ringlets, after the worldly fashion of the 
present time/* 

"Long ringlets!" and Dr. Grey pulled the 
check-string, sprang out into the wet, and saw, 
to his utter astonishment, his little niece, slowly 
coming along the road, hetless, cloakless, and, 
of course, without umbrella ; the water dripping 
from her frock, and her hair, half uncurled, 
hanging below her shoulders. 

" Lily, my child, what is the meaning of this ? '* 

" Oh, uncle ? *' and, clasping his outstretched 
hand, she told him all her trouble as she ran by 
his side to where the carriage stood, while the 
good lady, forgetting that the rain would spoil 
her satin bonnet, watched their approach with 
her head out of the window. 

" Let the child get in here, Frederick Grrey," 
she said, as they drew near ; " the rug is in the 
box, and will wrap her up warm." 

But the doctor said it would be safer for her 
to keep in motion, and he would walk with her, 
if Mrs. Pentonville would drive on and tell them 
they were coming after. Lily. had to run to 
keep up with her uncle's rapid steps, and he 
said but little till they reached the house ; then 
giving her up to Mrs. Grey,' he ordered her to 
have a warm bath, and be quick to bed, that no 
bad eflfects might ensue. 
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Much consternation had prevailed ifi the 
house during Lily's absence ; and Bruce having 
appeared with the black sash round his neck, 
search was at once commenced in the grounds 
by the boys, accompanied by Roger, the groom, 
and old Donald. The latter, with anxious steps, 
followed the course of the winding stream from 
the fall down to the point where it widened into 
a small lake, at the extremity of the shrubbery. 
As he passed the stepping-stones, Bruce wagged 
his tail, and sprang across the first few spaces 
filled by the rushing water. 

" What can the dog mean ? — she can't have 
crossed there," called Arthur from the bank. 

"The dog has an idea she has," answered 
Donald, following his dumb leader ; but when 
he reached the couch-rock, and saw the width 
of current which divided it from . the nearest 
stone, he shook his head, and turned back. 

" The bairn could na' leap that, nae mair than 
fly," was his remark, as he looked round de- 
spondingly. " What's this tho' ! after all, the 
brute's not far wrang," and he stooped to pick up 
a tiny red book, not so large as his thumb, with 
the words "Daily Bread" on the outside, and 
" Lilian Grey" on the first leaf. " Surely where 
the lassie went, Donald may follow," and placing 
his stick on the next stone, he crossed, and 
climbed the bank, returning from his unsuccess- 
ful search a short time after the Idst one reached 
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home in safety.* "Ay, weel, I dinna ken " 

he commenced, but was interrupted by the 
joyous news that the little girl was safe in bed. 
" And the gude God be praised for it," he 
answered, heartily, as he returned to his work. 
" Ke's spared her to be a blessin' to this house, 
for she's one of His ain bairns, an' like to her 
mither as a rosebud to a rose, bless her !" 

" Can I go and see thy niece ? " inquired the 
quakeress, when, tea being over, they rose to 
leave the dining-room. 

" Oh, yes ; she is awake, and seems allright ; 
but Fred thinks she had better not get up till 
morning," said Mrs Grey. 

" No ; it is a serious thing for a child from a 
different climate to be exposed to such heavy 
rain. Besides, she will know that another time 
she must not run away without leave, even after 
a lost cat," said the doctor. 

" It shows her kindness of heart. I doubt if 
thou wouldst have done it at her age ; if I forget 
not, thou wast fonder of sitting over the fire 
with a book, as thy son Ernest does now, than 
of scampering through the rain as she did." 

" I never was accused of being wanting in 
goodness of heart before ; what say you, Mary ? " 

His wife did not answer, but her smile and 
fond glance were more than words. Arthur 
sprang up — 

Papa's the best papa in England ; if anyone 
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says he ain't, I wish I may meet them— they'd 
better keep out of my way ! " and Arthur doubled 
his fingers, and raised his hand in a pugilistic 
attitude. 

'"Thy father's son would never fight a lady, 
surely; but suppose now that I ask thee to 
bring thy Cousin Lilian, and come and spend a 
few days at SeaclifFe, would thee forgive me 
then?" 

Arthur was somewhat abashed ; but his father 
answered — 

"Yes, Cousin Hephzibah, they shall come ; it 
is dull for the little girl, now that Allon is gone, 
and the change would do her good." 

"Then if thy wife will find me a bed, and 
Caleb can be lodged with Donald, I will remain 
for the night, and take them home with me to- 
morrow." 

So it was arranged; and that night, Mrs. 
Pentonville in the large drawing-room at Fern 
Glen, and Caleb Evans in the snug little kitchen 
of Donald's cottage, were both interested lis- 
teners to animated accounts of the sweet child 
from over the sea. 

Mrs. Pentonville had paid a short visit to 
Lily's room, and kissed the delicate cheek, say- 
ing, however, " I wonder a Christian woman, 
such as Rose Grey was when I knew her, should 
have dressed her child's hair in this fashion." 

Lily, almost too sleepy to hear the remark, or 
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her aunt's answer that the curls suited her very 
nicely, smiled at the lady's kind face bending 
over her, looked dreamily at the high white net 
cap, and, closing her eyes, was soon fast asleep. 
Morning dawned, bright and glorious, with all 
the wondrous beauty, of "clear shining after 
rain." Every blade of grass twinkled and shone 
in the early light, the slender twigs glistened 
with their weight of sparkling gems, the flowers 
woke, and the sunbeams kissed away their tears, 
the birds sang and warbled and carroUed in the 
branches, as though such a joyous summer mom 
had never before been known. Bruce and the 
boys ran about in all directions, the former bark- 
ing, and the latter shouting vociferously, and 
Donald put in his ever-ready word of gratitude. 

" The flowers are lookin' bonnie ; surely Him 
that made 'em knows best what they need ; and 
what's the use of Donald fretting about the rain, 
when it was but to freshen 'em up, an' who 
should kAow, if I don't, that what He does is 
best, Master Ernest ? " 

" Do you know Artie and Lily are going to 
Seacliffie to-day, Donald ? " said Ernest, turning 
the subject, as they were accustomed to do, when, 
as they termed it, * Donald talked queer.' 

"Yes, so Caleb said. Well, wherever she 
goes, she'll get a blessin', 'cause she'll take one 
with her, an' those that give '11 never be left 
without something themselves," 
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"I wish I was going, too; there's such a 
splendid lot of books, Donald." 

" It seems to me. Master Ernest, you're never 
short of one, an' I don't just see how you could 
read more at the same time if ye had a hun- 
dred." 

" But it's such a feast to see them, if there was 
nothing else ; to feel that you may read, and 
read as much as you like, and not be afraid of 
having nothing else to read when you've done*" 

" I should think when you'd done all there, 
you would just have as little to read as you 
have at home; when you've done all, done's 
done, it seems to me, whether it was much or 
little." 

" I wish someone would write a book that one 
wouldn't get to the end of so soon ; when you're 
ever so pleased with a book, there it goes, and 
finishes, and you know no more about it, and 
you can't keep reading it over and over, how- 
ever much you like it the first time." 

" Well, Master Ernest, it's not much I read ; 
but there's one book I hope I'll never see the 
day when I'll say I'm tired of it." 

"What ? — Oh, you mean the Bible; that's all 
right for old folks, but ** 

" The Book says, * Remember thy Creator in 
the days of thy youth,' Master Ernest." 

" I don't see why Artie should go to Seacliffe 
and not me," said Ernest, again turning the con- 
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versation ; " he'll only plague Lily, and get into 
no end of scrapes ; he's worse than Frank now." 

" Hadn't you better ask Mrs. Pentonville to 
take you, too ? tell her you don't see why she 
takes Master Arthur instead of you, if you want 
to know ; for / can't say why it is. Would you 
mind bringing the rake, sir, my hands are fiiU ? 
— thank you," and the gardener moved away to 
the tool-house, pausing, as he passed the stable, 
to throw open the door, and say, "You may 
have some rides now, Master Ernest ; look in 
there." 

Ernest did look, and was very delighted at 
what he saw. Side by side were two small but 
beautiful ponies, one jet black, with a white star 
on its forehead, and the other a pure white, 
gentle-^yed creature, with long mane and tail of 
silky hair. 

" Hallo, Ernest ! Ernest where are you ? " and 
Frank was at his side, equally delighted, but far 
more boisterous in the declaration of his plea- 
sure. " Aren't they beauties ! look at their eyes ! 
— that's a fiery fellow, that blackey, and the 
other looks as meek as milk." 

*^As wAife^ you mean," laughed his brother. 
" I didn't know milk was meek before." 

" Well, you wise-acre, what's the meaning of 
meek ? " 

" Gentle, harmless," suggested the young stu- 
dent. 
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"Well, and doesn't gentle mean * not strong' ?" 

" I'm not sure ; gentle things are strong some^ 
times." 

" Well, I tell you it does, then ; so if meek 
means * gentle,' and gentle means * not strong,' 
then milk must be * gentle,' not being strong 
(and no one calls mtlk strong drink, or strong 
meat, either), and if milk is gentle, and gentle 
means meek, then milk must, of course, be 
nieek ; there, now are you satisfied ? Tell you 
what, Ernie, it'll be a queer thing if I turn out a 
lawyer ! just look at this white one's mane, what 
a length it is." 

The breakfast-bell summoned them to the 
house. Lilian and Arthur were ready for their 
journey, and the boys had only just time to take 
their cousin to the stable, and give her a short 
ride on the white pony ; while Donald walked 
by Arthur on the black one. 

Mrs. Pentonville and Mrs, Grey went down 
with the doctor to the stables, to see the new 
occupants, and were all highly gratified by the 
unrestrained delight of the eager children. 

" What are their names ? " inquired Mrs. Grey. 

"Oh, yes, we must find them names," said 
Frank. 

" But not christen them I " put in Arthur, mis- 
chievously. 

"Not unless Donald held them fast," said 
Ernest, while Mrs. Grey put her arm round Lily, 
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whose pony was just passing, and whose pleasure 

was somewhat damped by the thought of poor 

Fairy, 
" Shall we call it Snow, darling ? " asked her 

aunt ; " it is as white as snow, is it not ? " 
"I never- saw any ; but it is a nice name." 
" Never saw snow ! won't we have some fun 

next winter ? You may look out for snowballs, 

Lily," called Frank, as he passed at a run, which 

made Arthur's steed trot on quickly. 
" Well, what is the black pony to be called ? " 
" Black ! — no, papa's horse is Blackfoot." 
" How would Coal do? He's black enough." 
" No ; Coal is not nice, Jet would be better." 
" Call it Bucephalus, like Alexander's." 
"No; I want neither soldiers nor their 

chargers here," said Mrs. Grey, shaking her 

head at Ernest, who had proposed this ambitious 

title. 
" Cousin Hephzibah, what do you suggest ? " 
" How would Gipsy do ? " 
"First-rate; then it shall be Gripsy," said 

Frank, adding lower, " Wonder what you have 

to do with gipsies." 

" Come, children, say Good-bye, and be oflF," 

said Dr. Grey, jumping Arthur up to a seat by 

the coachman. 
" How many more kisses, Lilian ?" 
Lilian was undergoing a lengthened hugging 

from Wilfred's fat round arms, and was only re- 
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leased with the injunction: "Turn bat soon, 
Tousin Lily," when the little speaker was 
perched up in his favourite seat on his papa's 
shoulder. 

Very pleasant was the drive to Lilian, sitting 
by her kind companion. The carriage had been 
thrown open, and they enjoyed to the full the 
delicious scents with which the summer breeze 
came laden. Up the road they went, past the 
spot whence Fairy and her captor had disap* 
peared, between woods on either side, till they 
came in view of the sea. Then they entered 
a new road, leading in the opposite direction 
to the one over which Lily had passed with her 
uncle the evening of her arrival, but very similar 
to it. It wound along the edge of the cliffs, while 
on the other side steep rocks rose, rugged and 
majestic, mostly crowned with heath, gorse and 
creeping shrubs, and enlivened by narrow, but 
gaily falling streams, which, owing to the late 
heavy rain, ran out of their usual channels, 
and crossing the road, tumbled noisily to the 
beach below. Arthur was full of glee — now 
chattering like a magpie to the grave, staid old 
coachman, now turning to point out something 
to his cousin, or answer some query of hers, 
regarding things to her new and strange ; but 
as they neared Seacliffe, he grew quieter, and 
even began to feel a little, just a little, shy. The 
feeling increased as they drew up before the 



64 FERN GLEN; 

Stately grey-stone mansion, and were ushered in 
by the drab-coated butler, whom Mrs, Penton- 
ville addressed as Jacob Steel. 

As they entered the hall, a neat maid, in the 
inevitable drab dress, with spotless cap ^nd 
apron, came forward with a pleasant smile on 
her placid countenance. 

" Take the children to the west room, Martha 
Jones, and then I shall wait for thee in my 
chamber." 

Accordingly the cousins were led to a large 
sitting-room, which had windows on three sides, 
and a door leading into a conservatory, full of 
choice plants. 

" Thee can give me thy wrappers, and then 
amuse thyself and thy cousin with looking at 
the flowers, till I learn what rooms will be chosen 
for thee." 

Noiselessly closing the door, she left them, 
and for a moment they stood silent, then Arthur 
whispered — 

" Isn't it awfully quiet ? I wonder what we 
shall find to do while we stop." 

" Well, we can look at the flowers now," said 
Lilian, rousing herself to remove Arthur's un- 
usual timidity. 

" But isn't it queer : Mrs. Pentonville is drab, 
and Martha is drab, and the carpets are, and the 
chairs, and Jacob is — ^I wonder if they have got 
an Isaac too ? " 
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Lily could not help laughing, and by the time 
Mrs. Pentonville entered, they were thoroughly 
at home among the wealth of bloom and beauty 
in the greenhouse. 

" And what does thee think of thy new home, 
Lilian," asked the lady ; " does thy lively cousin 
here think he can live in so quiet a place for a 
week ? " 

The children exchanged glances, then Lily 
said, shyly : 

" We think it is a beautiful place." 

"You shall see more of it soon," remarked 
their hostess. "Isaac will bring in some lun- 
cheon, and afterwards we will take a walk." 

Arthur's eyes met Lily^s, and both had to 
stiflBie their laughter, though the little boy's effort 
to do so ended in an irresistible chuckle. 

" Thee seems amused, my young friend ; may 
I ask the reason of thy mirth ? " 

Arthur gave no answer, but Lily, afraid of 
being thought rude, answered for him, though 
reluctantly — 

" Artie was saying there ought to be an Isaac 
when there was a Jacob, and we wondered if 
there was ; so when " 
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Ah, I see ; when I named him it made thy 
cousin laugh, and thou wouldst have done the 
same, but for my presence; but I like to see 
young people merry, for all that, I am getting 
old myself." 
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"You don't look old — at least, not very," 
observed Artie, with more frankness than polite- 
ness. 

"Dost thou think not? but here comes the 
lunch, and I expect it is needed after the long 
drive we have had." 

The light biscuits, and raspberry tarts, and 
milk, with the thick cream left on, were fully 
appreciated by the children; and much re- 
freshed, they started on their walk. 

"Thee must mind thy footing," said their 
guide, as Lily slipped on the loose stones. 
" Wilt thou take my basket, Arthur, and I will 
give thy cousin my hand ; these rough roads are 
not easy to strangers, but thou wilt soon be at 
home with them," she added, kindly. " There, 
down the little path to the right ; gently ! don't 
thee shake my basket more than needs be." 

They had reached the smooth, hard beach now, 
and were close by the water-mark of sea-weed 
left by the receding tide. What treasures of 
stone and shell, and long wreaths of the delicate 
white weed, they found ! Shouting and laugh- 
ing, Arthur bounded from place to place, now 
filling his hands, now throwing aside his stores, 
to make room fdr more, till Mrs. Pentonville re- 
marked : 

" If thou wilt have patience till we return, my 
basket will be empty, and thou canst put in it 
aught worth carrying home." 
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After this he walked more steadily, both the 
children chatting gaily with their cheerful, 
though elder companion. 

" Your house is like it was in the Bible," said 
Arthur, abruptly. 

" How dost thou mean ? " inquired the lady, 
with a surprised, though amused smile. 

"Why, with Isaac and Jacob in it, and 
Martha; wasn't there Martha in the lesson on 
Sunday, Lily ? " 

"Yes ; but Jacob was Isaac's son, you know, 
and he isn't here," said Lily. 

"No; but Isaac is Jacob's son, his mother 
died when he was young, and he has been with 
me ever since." 

"Well, I knew one was the other's son," said 
Arthur, "for Lily read it to Wilfie the other 
night. 

"Liiys knowledge is more extensive than 
thine, I think, in the Bible-stories, at least," 
observed Mrs. Pentonville. "I am glad thou 
dost not hide thy talent, little girl ; but it is time 
this cousin of thine knew more than he does. 
Now, here I must leave you a moment." 

They had arrived at a low-built cabin, with 
thatched roof and dilapidated windows, into 
which their friend entered, returning almost im- 
mediately with her empty basket, and a shade of 
sadness on her calm, serene face. 

"Be thankful to haye a willing listener, my 
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dear," she said, as Lilian took her hand, with 
instinctive perception of the shadow ; " if it be 
only a little child thou mayst do good; but when 
the messenger be refused, how shall the message 
be made known ? " 

Lilian walked by her side, interested in the 
story of the family which Mrs. Pentonville had 
been visiting. No one had lived in that cottage 
for years, until a short time since, when its pre- 
sent occupants had taken possession of it, and 
seemed desirous of being left unnoticed. The 
only one to whom Mrs. Pentonville had ever 
spoken was the woman she had met one evening, 
carrying a bottle of medicine " for her daughter," 
as she at length told the lady, and though she 
never would allow her to enter the hut, she did 
not refuse the jelly and nourishing soup she 
brought for the invalid. Daily, therefore, the 
good mistress carried, with her own hands, little 
tempting delicacies prepared by her cook ; but, 
as yet, her offer to read a chapter was sedulously 
and constantly refused. 

"But, my dear, who is to see to them if I 
neglect them ? and I may win my way in time." 

Mrs. Pentonville always took a short nap in 
her easy chair after dinner ; so the children were 
sent out into the garden, with liberty to rest in 
the library if they felt inclined. Neither of 
them, however, tired of play until the evening, 
when they were called in and entertained for 
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some time with a number of curious mechanical 
toys, shown by Jacob Steel, with some pride in 
his own handiwork. Soon after, the whole 
household ^fathered for prayers, which were led 
by Mrs. Pentonville, much to Arthur's astonish- 
ment, and equally to Lily's delight. Then they 
partook of a light supper, and the children went 
to their rooms, and were soon wrapped in the 
profound slumber of healthy, happy childhood. 

On the Sunday, the whole family attended a 
small village church, two miles away, there 
being no meeting-house for some distance. The 
clergyman took for his subject the Good Sama- 
ritan, and explained the parable in clear, simple 
words, so that even Arthur understood, and felt 
interested. He described the rough, dangerous 
road, infested by bands of robbers, which the 
man had to traverse on his way from Jerusalem 
to Jericho, and how the thieves set upon him, 
and took away his raiment, leaving him so 
badly hurt that he was nearly dead. Then fol- 
lowed the unkindness of the priest and the 
Levite — countrymen of the wounded man ; and 
their indifference was forcibly contrasted with 
the generous compassion of the Samaritan 
stranger, who, notwithstanding the many points 
of variance between his own tribe and the Jews, 
bound up his wounds, took charge of him, and 
paid for his nursing by others, when himself 
obliged to leave him to proceed on his journey. 
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The worthy minister applied this to the con- 
sciences of all present, closing by saying that 
none need say they had not the opportunity of 
following out the spirit of the Grood Samaritan, 
for opportunities were lying all around. All 
who truly desired to be made useful to their 
fellow-men might be so, if they would but open 
their eyes and look, and seeing, act before the 
opportunity had passed away. 

Lilian left the church ftiU of thoughts as ta 
how she might best imitate the Christian cha- 
racter which had been so beautifully explained. 
Arthur announced to Mrs. Pentonville that he 
intended to begin and be a Good Samaritan 
first thing to-morrow ; whereupon Lily inquired 
eagerly what he thought of doing, as she would 
like to help. But Arthur kept his scheme, if he 
had any, to himself; and Mrs. Pentonville re- 
marked, " Thee had better be sure thee has the 
oil and wine with thee before thee goes out to 
seek the wounded ; not that I would discourage 
thee from thy good intentions, but I would warn 
thee from anything rash." - 

In the afternoon Mrs. Pentonville had a large 
class of village children in her neat and spotless 
kitchen. All assembled with clean faces and 
bright, though subdued smiles. The lesson that 
day was on pride, and very carefully the lady 
showed them the nature and danger of this 
almost universal sin. 
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" What may we sometimes be proud of ? " she 
asked, looking round. 

"Fine clothes !" answered one child, throwing 
a nod at another in a smart green frock, with 
yellow beads round her neck. 

" Nice looks ! " said another, glancing at Lily. 

" Big houses !" chimed in a big boy. 

" Yes, those are all things that we are apt to 
be proud of; is that right ? " 

" No, ma'am," was the general answer. 

"What must we do when we find we are 
proud of anything we have ? " 

" Get without it," answered one voice. 

" Well, but that might not always be the best 
thing to do ; but we should always pray that 
God would make us humble, should we not ? " 

"Yes, ma'am." 

"But still we must be ready to give up or 
part with anything that we find we continue to 
be proud of, and that makes us do wrong." 

" Jinny Waters, you oughter give them beads 
up, they makes you real proud," whispered the 
little girl who had suggested " Fine clothes !" in 
return for which she received a push which sent 
her almost off her seat ; but just then all stood 
up to sing a short hymn, after which followed 
a few words of prayer, and then the motley 
group dispersed, each of the girls curtseying to 
Mrs. Pentonville, and receiving a large currant 
bun from a tray by her side. 
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Left to themselves that evening, Arthur and 
Lilian began to speculate on the afternoon lesson. 

** I wonder if Mrs. Pentonville is ever proud 
of anything ? " observed the former, rocking to 
and fro on the arm of Lily's chair. 

" Oh, no, I'm sure she is not ; she is very, very 
good." 

" Yes, I know ; but the minister said nobody 
was quite good ; she can't be proud of dresses, 
or she would not always wear such dull ones ; 
and I don't think she's proud of her house, or she 
wouldn't have such poor children in it, and she'd 
ask more company to see it. Why does she 
always wear drab and brown ? " 

" She doesn't ; she had black satin to-day." 

"Well, that's as bad; but what do you think 
she does it for, Lily ? " 

" I don't know ; perhaps so that she will have 
more money to give away." 

" But would a red dress cost more than a drab 
one ? " asked Artie, whose ideas of expense were 
not much developed. 

" I should not think so ; but perhaps it saves 
her the time of thinking about it, if she tells the 
dressmaker always to make her dresses the same 
colour." 

" But doesn't she have to tell her how to make 
them ? I heard mamma one day telling Miss 
Smithers about making one, and she showed her 
where to put buttons, and where to put bows, 
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and ever-such-a-lot of things ; do you think Mrs. 
Pentonville is proud of those buttons round her 
neck — on her brown dress, I mean — don't you 
remember?" 

" Yes, I remember ; but, Artie, I don't think 
we ought to find out about other people ; let us 
think what we are proud of ourselves." 

" I'm not proud of anything," replied the boy, 
complacently ; " but I think everybody else is. 
Frank's proud of his being so strong, and Ern's 
proud of knowing so much, and nurse is proud 
of Wilfie, and papa and mamma are proud of 
AUon, for I heard them say so, since he went 
away." 

" What did they say ? " asked Lily. 

" Papa said he had grown so good and steady, 
he was quite proud of him ; and mamma said, 
* so am I, too ; ' and she said — I'd forgotten that 
— she said, * Lilian has done him good.' " 

"Did aunt say that?" said Lily, her eyes 
sparkling, joyfully. 

" Yes ; but I oughtn't to have told you ; it will, 
perhaps, make you proud. Cousin Lily, and you 
were a little proud before." 

" Was I ?— What of?" asked Lily ; " I'm sure 
I don't know. 

"You'll not be in a frab if I tell you ?" 

"No; tell me, Artie." 

" I don't think I will ; perhaps you aren't after 
all, only Jane said — 
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'* What did she say ; please tell me, Arthur ? " 

"Well, she only said, one day when she'd 
been doing your hair, * 'Twasn't many little girls 
had such curls as yours to be proud of/ " 

" I do like my curls," said Lily, slowly ; " but 
I do not think that I am proud of them. I 
wonder how much one may be pleased to have a 
thing, without being proud ? " 

That night, long enough after Arthur was 
asleep, Lily lay pondering over the new thoughts 
arising from the conversations and instructions 
of the day. Timidity prevented her asking more 
particularly about the things that were so per- 
plexing to her young mind ; but the result of her 
meditations was such as to prepare her more 
readily to acquiesce in the decision of her hostess, 
with which she was acquainted the next day. 
Arthur had wandered away by himself the 
following morning, and Lily was sitting by Mrs. 
Pentonville on a low footstool, dividing her atten- 
tion between a large black cat, a tiny long- 
haired dog, and a chain of crochet-work, on 
which she was trying to learn long-stitch and 
double-crochet. Her head was bent over the 
cat, when she heard a sharp snip, snip ! and one 
of her shining ringlets fell on the rug. 

She sprang up, putting both hands to her 
head, and saying, " Oh, no, please don't ! " 

"Will thee please sit down, my child, and 
thou w^lt learn in time to thank me for making 
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thee more into the likeness of a Christian 
child." 

" Do you think I am proud of my hair ? " said 
poor Lily, still standing at a distance from the 
bright scissors. 

" Nay, I said not so, dear ; I only wish thee 
to appear more seemly, and as becomes thy 
mother's child." 

'* But mamma let me wear it so," pleaded Lily, 
still doubtful ; " only if you think it makes me 
proud, you may cut it." 

** If thou hast no ringlets, thou wilt have no 
fear of sinning through vanity of them," said the 
lidy, gently drawing her to her stool again, and 
continuing her work. 

Lily could not help shrinking as the bright 
cold steel flashed in and out among her cluster- 
ing curls — the curls her own mamma had twined 
round her slender fingers, .and which papa had 
many a time playfully caressed and fondled ! 
At the thought of those times, which every clip 
of the scissors seemed to remove to greater dis- 
tance, the child's tears flowed fast through her 
fingers. Mrs. Pentonville, ascribing this to the 
wounding of her vanity, did not try to soothe 
her, till the last ringlet fell severed from the 
smooth round head, when she took her up into 
her lap and kissed and caressed her, with a 
gentle tenderness not easily to be reconciled with 
the stem relentlessness of the preceding few 
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minutes. Before she had succeeded in quieting 
Lily^s agitation, Arthur opened the door, and 
began : 

'* Lily, where are you ? " then stopping short, 
he exclaimed, " What a shame ! who's cut your 
hair ? Have you, Mrs. Pentonville ? " 

*^ Even so, my child ; with thy cousin's con- 
sent." 

" Lily never did consent to let you, I'm sure, 
only she couldn't help herself, if you meant to 
do it ; I wouldn't be you when papa knows." 

" Thou art in danger of letting thy temper get 
the better of thy judgment," answered the lady, 
placidly. " I would recommend thee to go and 
consider the proper manner to speak to thy 
elders." 

Arthur departed with the shorn ringlets in his 
hand, banging the door after him, and murmur- 
ingy. "I'll pay her offjf I can fix it; it's a 
downright shame. If she must cut, why not 
begin with her own buttons ? I've a good mind 
to go and do it for her." 

He went cautiously along the passage, hiding 
his burden under his jacket till he reached Mrs. 
Pentonville's door, which he opened softly, and 
looked round the room. No dress, however, was 
in sight; a wardrobe on one side seemed the 
most likely place to look in. Creak, creak, went 
the key, and there ftiU in view hung the white 
cap ou one peg, and the brown dress — buttons 
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and all — on the opposite one. Now for the first 
time Arthur recollected he could not cut without 
scissors, but he was not to be bafiled ; lockingf 
the wardrobe with considerable trouble, he stole 
out again along the corridor ; when at the end, 
he heard a step, and with a guilty fear of being 
seen there, he glanced round for a way by which 
^ he might avoid the owner of the step. Just 
where he paused, a small door, partly open, 
showed a flight of wooden stairs. Up these he 
darted, closing the door behind him, and found 
himself in a large empty room with a glorious 
view of the sea and shore. He stood still awhile 
in considerable trepidation lest ahyone should 
follow him ; but all was quiet, and he sat down 
by the window to consider, not as he had been 
recommended — the best mode of addressing his 
elders — but how he might best revenge the loss 
of Lily's curls. He knew she would not approve 
of what he was about to do, and therefore being 
determined to gratify his own perverse will, he 
decided to keep his own counsel and avoid" his 
cousin till his schemes were realised. Slowly he 
laid the twining curls one by one on his clean 
handkerchief on the floor, and then burst into a 
passionate flood of tears. Just to think of Lily's 
cropped appearance as he ' had seen her that 
morning ! From this he recovered himself, but 
only to stronger purpose of retaliation. How 
could he get the scissors ? besides, Mrs. Penton- 
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ville would be dressing now for dinner, and 
would probably wear the brown dress ; must he 
give it up ? He was fumbling in his pockets in 
his excitement, when a new idea dawned upon 
his mind. Capital ! that was just the thing ! he 
only hoped she would wear it ; had he not heard 
Martha Jones say her mistress slept as sound as 
a top when she took her nap after dinner? What 
could be better ? and whipping out of his pocket 
sundry bits of string and a piece of elastic, which 
had afforded him continual amusement for the 
last few days, pulling and stretching and letting 
go to hear the report on his hand, he commenced 
tying each curl separately on it until they formed 
as near a resemblance as he could contrive to 
their original appearance. He then folded the 
ends of the elastic and tied them into loops, and 
his work was finished. Just at that moment the 
bell rang for dinner, during which Mrs. Penton- 
ville had to divide the conversation with Lily, as 
Arthur sat silent and stolid throughout the meal, 
and hastened away the moment it was con- 
cluded. 

After a useless search for him, Lily put on her 
hat and went out alone. She passed through 
the grounds and proceeded along the cliff till she 
came to a narrow footpath leading to the right, 
which looked very inviting with its mossy banks 
and shady trees, and the day being hot, she 
turned aside for shelter. She soon found herself 
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in a lonely dell, at the bottom of which ran a tiny 
shallow gurgling brook, fringed with rushes and 
starry celandines. Here she sat awhile to rest, 
and was busily thinking, when a low groan 
startled her. Her first impulse was to run away 
as fast as possible, but this was checked by the 
recollection of the Good Samaritan, The groan 
had sounded as if emitted by some one in great 
pain, and as Lilian advanced under the trees she 
came in sight of a rough-haired boy lying on his 
face, motionless. She spoke timidly, but receiv- 
ing no answer, stooped down, and, moving the 
head a little, she saw that it was the very boy 
who had stolen her kitten, and also that he was 
unconscious. She had seen others in faints, and 
knew pretty well what should be done ; but out 
here she had neither sal volatile nor smelling- 
salts. There was water, however ; and filling her 
hands, she tried to carry some to his lips, but it 
trickled through her fingers on the way, till 
there were but few drops left ; she must have 
something else. Taking her hat and drawing 
off the black ribbon round it, she filled it in the 
brook, and emptied it on the boy's face. After 
repeating this once or twice, she had the satis- 
faction of seeing him raise his hand and wipe 
his face with it, thereby streaking it all over with 
black and white. Lily took out her handker- 
chief, dipped it in the remaining hatfuU of water, 
and wiped off the grimy coating, leaving a thick 
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black junction-line where the long-unwashed 
neck began. 

" What are ye doing ? " demanded the washed 
one, roughly, starting up to a sitting posture. 

" Are you hurt somewhere ? " asked Lily, as 
another groan, reluctantly uttered, followed his 
change of position. 

" It's this ankle ; I've gone and hurt it sum 
how,*' and he touched his foot, which was doubled 
under him. 

" Cannot you stand ? " 

" No ; p'raps I could tho' if I got this clog off." 

" Stop, let me try, it pains you to bend to it," 
and Lily's tender fingers struggled with the 
strong clasp till it yielded, and she drew off the 
clog, leaving bare a soiled and now swollen and 
discoloured foot. It was a sprain, and a bad 
one, too. " I think a wet bandage would do it 
good, if we had anything to do it with," said 
Lily. " Oh ! I can use this ; " and running down 
to the water again she wrung out the handker- 
chief in the cold water, and returning wrapped 
it round and round the swollen foot, binding it 
on with the ribbon from her hat. 

" Where d'ye get that," asked her patient, as 
she folded the black band over the handkerchief. 

" Off my hat." 

" Won't yer mother be cross ? " 

"Mamma's in heaven," answered the little 
girl, sadly. 
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" Is she ? Well, won't no one scold ? " 

"I don't think they will; besides we've 
nothing else." 

" How did you fetch up all this water ? " said 
her questioner, looking at the wet moss round 
him and his own damp jacket. 

" In my hat." 

" Is it spoilt ? " 

Lily looked at the stifiFening straw, and 
answered, doubtfully, " I don't know," 

" What made ye do it ; tell me, will ye ? " 

Lily was silent a moment, and then said, " I'd 
nothing else, and I couldn't leave you like that." 

" Why not ? Ye're a queer un. Are ye 
goin' ? " For Lily was getting uneasy about the 
time, and had risen to her feet. 

" I must go soon ; but try if you can walk." 

With a painful effort he rose, but leaned against 
a tree for support. 

" No, I can't walk ; ne'er mind me ; go if ye 
want." 

" But what will you do ? • 

" Sleep where I am." 
I "Out of doors!" said Lily; "Oh, no, you 
must not do that ; is there anyone I could fetch 
to help you home ? " 

" No, mother won't come, and Flo can't ; I'll 
stop where I be, I reckon." 

" Let me try and help you ; just lean on my 

shoulder, so," and the slender child placed her- 
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self under the boy's hand, and made him lean 
upon her. "There, we're getting on nicely," 
she said, as they reached the cliff and began to 
descend the shore-path. 

" Ye'U be tired, I'm sartin," observed the boy, 
looking into her flushed face ; " let's sit a bit on 
this stone." 

Lily helped him to sit with his foot in an easy 
position, and then sat down near by. The sun 
was sinking fast, and the glow flickered in wavy 
undulations on the sea in front of them. Sud- 
denly the boy broke the silence. 

"Ben't you the little miss from Dr. Grey's 
place ? " 

"Yes." 

" 'Twas ye that lost yer cat, wam't it ? '* 

« Yes." 

" D'ye know who took it ? " 

"Yes." 

« Who ? " 

" You," said Lilian, her eyes on the ground 

" Did ye know all the time i" 

" Yes." 

" What made you want to l\elp me, then i " 

Lily made no answer. 

" Tell me ; nob'dy else 'ud ha' done it .?" 

" Yes, they would," said Lilian. 

" Who would ?— say." 

"Christ would, and everybody that loves 
Him," said Lily, reverently. 
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" Who's that ? " asked the boy. 

" Don't you know ? He is the Son of God, that 
came to save us." 

"What for?" 

" Because He loved us." 

" I'd like to know who He loved." 

" You and me," replied his companion, quickly. 

" I know better ; nob'dy loves me but Flo." 

" Yes, Grod does, and I do now," said Lilian, 
putting her hand into his. 

"What, although I tuk yer cat ?" 

" Yes ; I did not then, but I do now." 

"What's made ye change your mind ?*• 

" I think because I love Jesus more." 

"Who's He?" 

" Why He is the same as Christ." 

" Has He two names ? that's queer I " 

" Haven't jycw /" asked Lily. 

" Well, yes— ye're a sharp un, too ; " then he 
added, " What's your name ? " 

" Lily." 

" Lily ! that's the name of them white things 
Flo's allers wantin* me to find for her early on ; 
she's some fond o' lilies, Flo is." 

" Who is Flo ? " asked Lilian. 

" Why, she's our Flo, an' she can't see, she's 
dark, quite." 

" Dark ! do you mean blind ? 

"Ay, she's blind enough, little thing," said 
her rough brother, with a softer accent coming 
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into his voice, " an' not much comfort she has of 
it neither." 

"Where do you live?" asked Lily, as they 
resumed their slow walk. 

" There ! " pointing to the hut of which Mrs. 
Pentonville had spoken to Lilian ; " an' there's 
Flo ; I guess mother's gone out, or she wouldn't 
be at the door." 

« Why not ? " 

"Mother's feard o' folk knowin' she's well 
and hearty, 'cause she likes 'em sending good 
stuff." 

" But that's not right, it's very wrong," said 
Lilian. 

The boy laughed. 

" Don't think much o' right an' wrong at our 
house, can tell ye. Hallo, Flo ! " 

" Who else is there, Bob ? " 

" A pretty young lady, Flo ! " then turning 
to Lilian, he inquired, "Where's them long 
curl-em-bobs gone to ?" 

" They've been cut off," said Lilian. 

" S'pose so, 's long as they ben't on," said 
the boy, drily. " It's her I tell'd ye on, Flo." 

"Oh! the day you brought my pufesy?" said 
the blind child, innocently. "You said you'd 
see'd a lady with long hair, like the sunlight, 
and eyes like the violets you find for me. I 
wish I could see you too," she said, sadly, 
turning towards Lily. 
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"So do I," said Lily, kindly, drawing the 
child close to her, and kissing her. 

There were no tokens of the rough wildness 
that characterised her brother about this younger 
sister. Slight and small, with thick brown hair, 
wavy, but in neat order, high forehead, sun- 
burnt face and rosy cheeks, there played about 
her features that patient, sweet expression, so 
often found on the faces of those who " see no 
light by day or night." 

" Would you like to see my cat ?" asked the 
child, grateful for Lily's mute caress ; and, with- 
out waiting the reply, she bounded into the hut, 
returning with Fairy under her arm. *.* Isn't she 
anice un?" she asked, proudly; "just stroke 
her ; she is so soft, and all white, like the lilies, 
Bob says ; wasn't he good to buy her for me ?" 

" Buy her ! " exclaimed Lily, in surprise. 

" Yes ; he hasn't much money, but he brings 
me things whenever he has any to spare. Bob's 
good to Flo, aren't ye Bob ?" 

"Ye'd better take the cat in, Flo'" said her 
brother. " Ye see, miss, she's got notions like, 
an* if she thought that was sum un else's cat 
she'd not care about it a bit ; she'd just worrit 
an' worrit till they got it back again." 

Lily secretly wished her brother had some of 
Flo's notions; but she felt more reconciled to the 
loss of her favourite, now that she was sure it 
was prized by its new owner, and had seen that 
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it was such a source of pleasure to the little blind 
girl. Resolving to come again, she left the 
brother and sister together, after explaining to 
the latter that she must not let Bob move about; 
and slipping into her hand a shining new six- 
pence, was soon out of sight. As she approached 
the gate at Seaclifife, swinging her untrimmed 
hat in her hand as she ran, to her great joy she 
saw her uncle coming up the road on Blackfoot; 
she waited for him, and was lifted up in front, 
and kissed and questioned while the horse 
walked up the drive. Before they reached the 
house. Dr. Grey called to a stable-boy who was 
passing, and giving Blackfoot into his care; drew 
Lily into a small summer-house, and taking her 
on his knee, asked, gravely, what had become of 
her curls. 

" I think Artie has got them," was the reply. 

" Artie ! did he cut them ? " asked Dr. Grey, 
angrily. 

" No, uncle." 

"Who did, then?" 

Lily was frightened — she had never seen her 
uncle so angry before. 

" Who did it ? " he demanded, a second time. 

" Mrs. Pentonville." 

" I might have known," he said, as if to him- 
self. " I wonder how I came to trust those 
bonny curls in her house, poor little lamb ! " and 
he kissed the soft twining curls that clung round 
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her head, in spite of Martha's careful brushing 
straight. * 

" Could you ride home on Blackfoot with me, 
do you think ? " 

" Oh, yes, uncle ; but " 

"But you surely don't want to stay here, 
child; I don't mean you to enter the house 
again ; " and he put her down, and walked im- 
patiently in front of the arbour. 

Lily joined him, coaxed her hand into his, and 
whispered, " Uncle, Mrs. Pentonville would be 
grieved if I went home to-night." 

" What if she is ? She won't be as much grieved 
as I am ! " 

" But she is very good." 

"Yes," interrupted Dr. Grey. "I wish she 
wasn't. No, Cousin Hephzibah, that's going a 
bit too far, I can tell you." 

" But I said she might ;" pleaded Lily 

" You did ; and how dare you ? " 

"They were my curls," said Lily, in a low 
tone. 

" How came you to say that ? '*. he asked, not 
noticing her remark. 

" I thought I was proud of them ;" she replied, 
tearfully, 

" Well, so you ought to be ; what about that ? '* 

" I did not think I ought to be proud," said 
Lily. 

"Well, you'd no right to let anyone touch 
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your hair without leave from your aunt or me ; I 
am not angry with you, though you are more 
foolish than I could have believed. Come, kiss 
me, and promise you won't do so again." 

"It will be a long time before I can do it 
again— it will have to grow first," she said, lift- 
ing her face for the kiss. 

" You are as like your mother as two pins, you 
fairy ; do you call that a promise ? " 

Pleased and relieved, Lily took her uncle's 
hand, and they proceeded to the side window of 
the west room, which opened like a door. Lilian 
on the way suggested that Mrs. Pentonville 
might be asleep, but her uncle only said, if she 
were, she must waken, for he had a great deal 
to say, and not much time to say it in. His hand 
was on the handle, when a glance within revealed 
a picture which caused him to pause and with- 
draw again. Lily had seen it also, and stood 
spell-bound on the lawn. 

The room was, as usual, in perfect order — 
every chair in its own exact place, the couch 
with its white antimacassars standing at one end 
— not a tassel being out of its proper and assigned 
limits. The centre table with a chaste marble 
vase containing a group of flowers, arranged 
that morning by Lilian's tasteful fingers, was a 
reliable mark of the precise middle of the room. 
On the white Angora rug lay Mrs. Pentonville's 
cat in all the sleepy propriety of its nature, and 
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in the arm-chair close by sat the cat's dignified 
and benevolent mistress. A very peaceful scene 
it was, but something very strange there must 
have been to cause the effect upon the beholders. 
From under the white high-crowned net cap, 
and over the shoulders of the neat brown dress, 
streamed a cluster of golden curls, beautiful and 
glossy, but looking more in keeping with the 
young face now gazing upon them from the 
window than with their present surroundings. 
How had they come there? We left Arthur 
returning to his empty room after dinner, and 
there he remained till he felt sure the good 
Quakeress would be enjoying her customary nap. 
No one ever disturbed her in the west room at 
this hour, so once there he would be safe, if only 
she slept soundly. He reached the room, crept 
in on tiptoe, trembling with excitement, not un- 
mingled with fear, for he knew he was doing 
wrong. " What was that ? " Only puss yawning 
and stretching herself. Slowly he came onward ; 
nearer and nearer the arm-chair,in which the lady 
was sleeping, bent slightly forward, as though 
to facilitate his purpose. Steady! steady! one 
loop of the elastic is secured round a button near 
the front on one side the neck, and Arthur softly 
creeps round to the other, and slips the second 
noose over the corresponding button. Now his 
task is done, he creeps cautiously away again, 
^ms out into the garden, peeps through the 
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window to see the bright ringlets flowing from 
the cap-curtain, grows gradually less and less 
comfortable, wishes he dare go and undo it, 
enters the room noiselessly again, and meets his 
p^.pa's and Lil/s astonished glances through the 
glass, whereupon he darts away and hides in his 
empty room, full of fear and trembling. 

"That's a pretty state of affairs," said Dr. 
Grey, hardly able to help laughing ; and Lily 
did laugh, although thoroughly vexed at Artie's 

mischievous prank. 

* 

" What can we do, uncle ? " she said, earnestly ; 
" she must not know Artie has done it." 

" It's not a bad way of paying her off, Lily ; 
but of course it was very naughty of Artie to do 
so. Do you think you could loose them without 
awakening her ? " 

" I don't know — I can try," she answered, 
with some hesitation; but Mrs. Pentonville's 
sleep was almost over, and the click of the door 
put an end to it. She rang for Martha before 
observing Dr. Grey, but rose in a moment to 
welcome him. Before he had time to speak, the 
maid appeared, glanced at the doctor, Lily, and 
her mistress, and departed with unusual preci- 
pitancy, followed by Lily, who could not keep 
her countenance, while Mrs. Pentonville inquired 
gravely after all at Fern Glen, and the cause of 
her cousin's unexpected visit with complete uncon- 
sciousness of the superfluous ringlets behind hen 
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" I came to arrange for the children's return, 
but I feel much inclined to take Lilian back 
with me now, after what yoii have done," 

" Does thee mean the cutting of her hair ? " 
asked his cousin, mildly. 

" Of course I do," replied the doctor, im- 
patiently. " You'd no right to touch it." 

"Wilt thou take a chair by the window, 
Frederic Grey ? Thee seems a little heated, and 
there is a nice breeze." 

" I shall take no seat till I know what right 
you had, or supposed you had, to cut oflF that 
child's curls ? " 

** Well, then," said the lady, quietly, seating 
herself, " I will tell thee my reasons ; the child is 
a dear innocent little thing, and not yet spoiled 
by flattery ; now, does thee honestly think she 
would long remain so if she retained what to 
many is so great an attraction ? " 

" I'd risk it," said the doctor, shortly. 

** I know thee would, and that was my strongest 
reason for doing what I knew thee would never 
have done ; if thyself and wife were less worldly, 
it would have been done long since, but thy 
conscience is not as mine, Frederic Grey." 

" For which I never was more thankftil than 
now. Cousin Hephzibah, if it would lead me to 
act in the same way." 

" Thee will change thy mind yet, when thee 
gets more light," said the Quakeress, gravely, 
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shaking her head, on which the ringlets shook 
lightly without attracting the wearer's notice. 
Dr. Grey began to think he might as well drop 
the subject ; the matter could not now be altered, 
and he knew his cousin's entire and thorough 
goodness of heart, though combined with prin- 
ciples which he could neither approve nor 
endorse. Besides, the continual sight of the 
cap and curls so unconsciously displayed before 
him, so roused his keen sense of the ludicrous, 
that he could not much longer retain his gravity. 
But what should he do, and how inform the 
worthy wearer, of her unwonted ornaments. 

" I am afraid my son has allowed his vexation 
to take rather practical expression," he observed, 
at length, touching one of the curls so as to bring 
it in sight. " I must ask pardon for him, I think, 
this time ; but I am vexed with him." 

The faintest tinge rose to the lady's cheeks as 
she perceived her state of adornment ; but 3he 
smiled cheerfully, and with some amusement, as 
Dr. Grey detached the elastic from the buttons, 
saying, " We had better make a bargain — thee 
forgive me, and I will forgive thy son." 

" You will have to make your own peace with 
Mary ; I will accept your terms as far as I am 
concerned, seeing I cannot do any good by 
grumbling. I shall not let Arthur off so easily, 
though — he must remember playing this trick ; 
he is too fond of such things." 
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" Leave him with me, poor child," said Mrs. 
Pentonville. " I have no doubt he has regretted 
it long ago ; I would not have thee name it to 
him.** 

" He must apologise, at the least," said Dr. 
Grey, firmly. *• No child of mine, I hope, but 
will have the grace to do that, when they know 
they are in the wrong. Where is he ? " 

" I do not know.^' 

Dr. Grey left the room, and despatched Lilian 
to seek him ; but no Arthur was to be found. 
Lily returned with a troubled face to report her 
non-success. 

" Well, I shall have to go," said the doctor. 
"Lily, darling, tell that naughty boy that I 
desire him to make a full apology to Mrs. Pen- 
tonville before he speaks to any other person — 
even you. Do you understand me ? " 

" Yes, uncle," said Lily ; " only mayn't I talk 
to him?" 

" You may only tell him what I say, and per- 
suade him to obey at once ; you will do your 
best, I know." 

"After all," soliloquised the medical gentle- 
man, as he rode quickly homewards, "it was 
only a bojr's trick— just what I should have been 
up to when I was a boy— it was good too ;" and 
the doctor laughed again at the recollection. 
" But Arthur is too fond of such jokes ; he ihust 
be checked, or it will be past bearing ; he is too 
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young, at less than eight years old, to be so full 
of mischief." 

An hour after, Mrs. Grey, half crying and half 
laughing, was listening to her husband's account 
of Lily's loss and Arthur's revenge* 

" But her beautiful hair 1 what a pity to cut it ! 
I wonder your cousin dare do it." 

"Nay, the wonder is how we dare let her 
go there; I might have known how it would 
be ; but I never thought of it. If that's being 
good, I don't want to be good, that's all. 
I think we get on very well as we are, eh, 
Mary ? " 

His wife sighed, as he left her ; she thought 
they might be better, even if they were more 
like Cousin Hephzibah in some things, annoyed 
as she was just now with hen But her thoughts 
ended in thinking. 

The night was closing in, and Frank had just 
got comfortably to bed, when a light rap, as of 
a pebble on his window, made him sit up and , 
listen ; another followed, and opening his win- 
dow, he saw a boy's figure below. 

" Frank ! " 

" Arthur ! that isn't you ? " 

"Who is it then? Hush! help me in, and 
don't make a row ! '* 

" Wait half a minute ;" and in twice that time, 
by the help of a blanket and Frank's strong 
arms, Arthur was landed safely in the room. 
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Very few minutes more, and he was snugly under 
the sheets, relating his adventures to his warmly 
sympathising brother, till both grew sleepless 
with excitement and laughter. 

" But, Frank, I guess it's a bad scrape too, 
though I saw papa laughing through the window. 
Suppose he says I must go back.'' 

" Oh, you'll have to make the best of it, if he 
does, and beg the old lad/s pardon, and all that ; 
but, Artie, do they know you've come home i " 

" Course they don't." 

"NotatSeacliffe?" 

" No, how should they ? '• 

"Didn't you tell Lily?" 

" No, how could I ? I was glad enough to get 
away, after I saw papa." 

" But they'll be frightened.'* 

« Can't help it." 

** But they'll have to be out seeking you, and 
very likely come here to tell us you're lost, and 
then there'll be such a stir, and papa'll be so 
angry when he finds out." 

"Don't bother, .I'm sleepy." 

"But you mustn't go to sleep, Arthur, we 
shall have to tell papa." 

" If you go to tell papa, I shan't be here when 
you come back." 

" But he will have to see you in the morning, 
and it will vex him more than if you were to 
tell him right away." 
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" Ma, dear, don't tell papa." j 



" What a fellow you are for letting one have 
no peace." 

A hand on the door startled them, and Mrs. 
Grey's quiet step came into the room. Arthur 
disappeared under the bedclothes. "Did I 
hear Arthur's voice?" said his mamma, softly 
going to the side of the bed. Arthur's arms 
were instantly thrown round her neck. 
Ma, dear, don't tell papa." 
I must, Artie, or you must." 
No; you, then, mamma;" and he lay back 
in suspense, while his mamma went to the 
doctor downstairs with the news of his arrival. 

In a few moments the soft rustle of her 
mourning dress was again heard at the door, and 
she said, gently, "Artie, go to papa in the 
dining-room ;" and then passed on. 

Dressing, not so speedily as a short time 
before he had undressed, he went hesitatingly 
down to the room, where his papa awaited him. 

" You ready ? that's right ; get your hat and 
top-coat." 

Without a word, Arthur disappeared. When 
he returned the hall door was open, his papa 
and mamma standing there, and also two ponies 
— one a strong brown one, by which stood 
Donald ; and the other, the new black one, 
Gipsy. 

His mamma kissed him, saying kindly, " Give 
my love to Lily — ^good-night ! " 
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His papa lifted him up on the saddle, gave 
him the reins, and signed to Donald to mount 
the brown — ^by name Topsy. It seemed very 
strange to the little boy, riding along under the 
trees by moonlight, while the soft, mellow glow, 
lay upon all things they passed, giving to them 
a strange unearthly aspect. Artie had rarely 
been out so late before, and so would have en- 
joyed it, but for his fatigue after his long walk, 
and the uncomfortable sensation of returning 
into difficulties. He was glad when Donald 
began to sing : — 

•* In darkest shades, if Thou appear. 
My dawning is begun ; 
Thou art my soul's bright morning star, 
And Thou my rising sun." . 

The last line, repeated again and again, floated 
on the night- wind with a soft, pleasing effect. . 

" Donald, what does it mean about the rising 
sun ? " asked Arthur, 

" The Lord God is a sim and a shield,*' replied 
the old man, reverently. 

" But how, Donald ? " 

" A sun to light my way, Master Arthur, and 
a shield to keep me from trouble." 

" He doesn't keep me out of trouble," said the 
boy, dolefully. 

" Perhaps you never asked Him ; besides, it is 
possible to walk into trouble with our eyes 
open." 

H 
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Arthur pondered ; he had certainly done so ; 
but now he was in, how must he get out again. 

"Donald, if you were me, what would you 
do?" 

" I can't say, unless I knew what the trouble 
is. Master Arthur." 

"Don't you know? I thought papa would 
have told you ;" and he commenced an animated 
account of the day's proceedings, to which the 
faithful attendant listened in silence, only say- 
ing once, under his breath, "Puir lammie!" 
when Arthur related the cutting of the curls, and 
smiling broadly at the description of Mrs. Pen- 
tonville's appearance in them. Arthur did not, 
however, see the smile, and when he finished 
his story, Donald said, gravely enough, " It was 
not nice to do so. Master Arthur." 

" But it was such a shame !" 

" Well, it was a pity ; but putting them on 
Mrs. Pentonville would not make the curls grow 
on Miss 'Lily's hfead again." 

"No; but she did look so comical;" and 
Arthur laughed again. 

" Mrs. Pentonville has been very kind to you, 
has she not ? " asked Donald. 

" Oh yes; she gives us lots of nice things; she 
bought me a splendid boat, the other day, with 
sails and all." 

" And do you think she deserves nothing from 
you in return, Master Arthur ?'■ 
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" Well, you know, I'm sorry I did it, Donald '* 

" Then why not say so ? " 

" That's quite another thing.*' 

"Nay, not so; be a man. Master Arthur. 
Here we are ; and if you take my advice, and go 
straight up and tell her you're sorry, you'll see 
that'll be the best end of it." 

" Well, ril see ; but it's an awful bore. I 
wouldn't care if she hadn't been always so kind 
to me." 

" Oh here's Donald and Artie !" and Lily came 
running from the hall-door to meet them, for 
though the hour of eleven was not far distant, 
when all under Mrs. Pentonville's roof were ex- 
pected to be asleep, every one was on the move 
seeking the lost boy. 

"How did you come to be with Donald?" 
Lily asked, eagerly, as she pulled Artie gently 
into the house. " Oh, but uncle said we must not 
talk till you had begged Mrs. Pentonville's par- 
don ; you will, won't you, Artie dear. She is so 
good, and she's so sorry you ran away, and 
you are sorry, I am sure, and it won't be 
very hard to say so." With which multiplied 
reasons she ushered him into Mrs. Pentonville's 
presence. 

Arthur's cheeks felt like fire, but he went 

■ 

bravely forward, and said, in his clear, boyish 
voice, " Mrs. Pentonville, I am very sorry I did 
that • I beg your pardon." 
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"Does thee say that from the heart, or in 
obedience to thy father's wish ? " 

"Both, ma'am/' was the prompt reply. 

"Then thee would' st not have felt it but for 
the message from thy father ?" 

"I should have/;// sorry — I did all the time — 
but " 

" But perhaps thee would not have confessed 
it ; is that thy meaning ? " 

" Yes, ma'am." 

" Does thee feel most sorry for thy fault or for 
the cause of it ? " 

" For the cause of it, I think, Mrs. Penton- 
ville," he answered, not without hesitation. 

"And why ? I like thy frankness, but give me 
thy^reason." 

"Because," he began, slowly, "what I did 
could be mended, and " 

"I suppose thee would say, that my doing 
cannot-; well, thee is in the right about that. 
Neither do I wish to alter what I did. Now, thee 
will want supper, and so will thy cousin ; she has 
been too anxious to eat during thy absence ;" 
and with a kind kiss the lady dismissed them to 
the dining-room, where supper was waiting. 

Artie was very quiet over the meal, and was 
very thankful, when for the second time that 
night he was safe beneath the bedclothes. 

Donald also retired to rest, thankful that his 
little charge had so fat humbled himself as to 



OR, LILIAN'S PRAYER. lOI 

apologise, and rather sorry that, according to a 
note with which he had been charged to the 
lady of the house, Arthur was to remain at Sea- 
cliffe another week, while Lily was to return 
to Fern Glen the next morning on Gipsy- 
Arthur felt somewhat blank when the two 
departed and left him with the lady alone ; her 
kindness, for some time only added to his feel- 
ing of shame ; and never did he afterwards feel 
inclined to play a practical joke upon an elderly 
person without drawing a salutary lesson from 
the recollection of his lonely week at Seacliffe. 

During his absence Lilian's day-companion- 
ship was limited to Wilfie, as Frank and Ernest 
went daily for lessons to the curate of the 
village, and did not return till evening. Wilfred 
grew very fond of his pretty, good-natured 
cousin, who would always do anything for him, 
or play with him when he got tired of his 
solitary amusements. 

"Tousin Lily," he burst into the breakfast- 
room where she was sitting, trying to copy some 
letters on a perforated card, " what you thint 
Wilfie dot for you ?" 

" I don't know ; what is it, darling ? " 

" Wilfie dot a bid letter all for Tousin Lily ! 
Toot said, Tate it to Tousin Lily." 

" A letter ! who from ? " asked Lily, rising to 
meet her little postman. 

Oh, no, you tan't have it till you've diven 
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me one tiss ; now two tiss ; dere, you shall have 
it now. Wilfie doe tell toot Wilfie diven Tousin 
Lily the letter." 

Left in peace, Lily opened her letter and 
found it was from Allison, and ran thus :— 

" Dear Cousin Lily, • 

" I've meant to write to you ever since I got 
back, but somehow, Saturday afternoons go so 
fast you can't do half the things you want to, 
and if we write another day it has to be looked 
over to see if all the grammar and stuff's right 
before it goes. However, we have an extra half 
holiday to-day because a new boy has come, and 
besides, it is the doctor's birthday, and some of 
the fellows found it out, and wished him many 
happy returns, and all that, and put him in a 
good humour, and then asked if they might 
have an hour less school this afternoon. So he 
turned and asked Walter Leslie (that's the new 
boy) what he must say, and he said, * It would 
be very nice for you to have a rest on your 
birthday, sir.' We all laughed at his way of 
putting it, and Dr. Smith said, * Very well, I 
will indulge myself this time; you can put 
away, boys.' Which we did in double-quick 
time ; for we were just studying our history in 
a book the doctor's written himself, cram 
ftiU of dates and difficulties. It may be inte- 
resting enough to old gentlemen with wise heads. 
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but we boys find it dry stuff, I can tell you. I 
shall have to stop now; we are all going to 
Prospect Hill — such a climb, and a glorious 
view from the top ; and the doctor has promised 
to lend us his telescope. Only I want to tell 
you that I've never forgotten to read every day, 
like we did at home, and say my prayers. At 
first it made a dreadfiil uproar in our room, and 
there was very little chance of thinking what I 
W£is saying; but they have got tired now, and 
take it as a matter of course, so I get on all 
right, Tm sure it's a good thing, Lily ; I can 
learn my lessons ever so much easier, and old 
Mason, that's our second master, told the doctor 
the other day that I was improving very much 
lately ; so the old gentleman looks quite gracious 
at me. He's given me and the new boy charge 
of his telescope, and we are to be responsible 
for it, he says. 

"What a lot I've written! Love to all. I 
must be off. 

** Your affectionate cousin, 

"Allison Grey." 

Lily sat some time thinking after she had 
finished her letter. She was glad that she had 
been able so easily to influence her cousin for 
good, but what else had she done since she came 
to Fern Glen? True, Ernest had taken to reading 
occasionally in the Book he had rarely before 
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opened ; and Wilfie would not go to bed without 
lisping his little prayer at her knee — a thing un- 
known to him till Lily's gentle voice had taught 
him the simple words. But what had she done, 
what could she do, to bring her dear aunt and kind 
indulgent Uncle to see how much happier they 
might be if they would only love her Saviour ? 
Little did she know that already her quiet con- 
sistency was influencing the one, while her loving 
tender conduct and ever-ready sympathy and 
help were drawing the other, not only to own 
the goodness of the child-spirit, but to long 
earnestly for a share of that heavenly grace to 
be granted to herself. Unconsciously, but none 
the less truly, the orphan child was becoming 
what she had wished to be — a good gift in her 
uncle's home. 

Summer passed, and autumn brought delight- 
ful nutting and blackberry excursions with 
Donald and the boys, and often also with Bruce 
to help the fun. Many a long ride had Arthur 
and Lily through the lovely country round, until 
the villagers used to wait to see the handsome 
boy and sweet graceful girl pass by on their 
ponies, black and white, while Donald or Roger 
followed on Topsy behind. More than once the 
children took a narrow cross-road leading to the 
shore where Flo and her brother lived, but only 
to hear the mother's story of her invalid child ; 
and grieved at her persistent falsehood, and the 
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non-appearance of the blind girl, Lilian had 
returned home disappointed. Mrs. Grey, on 
hearing the account, had produced from her 
stores a pretty piece of plaid material, which, 
with her aunt's help, Lilian made up into a neat 
little frock, guessing the size by one of her own. 
Neatly, carefully, and lovingly made, it was 
packed in a sheet of paper with some warm 
under-clothing from Mrs. Grey for the mother 
and child. 

One bright clear day, the white pony and its 
rider set out on their errand of love. Donald 
was away ; so after considerable hesitation on 
Mrs. Grey's part, Lilian and Artie set out alone. 
They were fortunate this time, no one was in 
sight ; the door stood open, and in answer to 
their knock, little Flo came down from the loft 
above. Her quick ear recognised Lilian's voice 
again, though heard but once before. 

" Oh, have you come again ? " she exclaimed, 
delightedly. 

" Yes, and see what I've made for you, at least 
feel how soft and warm," and she unrolled her 
parcel on the little round table and put the frock 
into Flo's hand. The nimble fingers passed 
quickly over the little dress, and the bright smile 
broke into a laugh. 

" A new frock an' no holes in ; oh, won't Bob 
be glad ! shall us see how it looks ? " 

Lilian was surprised at the expression from 
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the sightless child, but readily helped to put on 
the frock over all the rags that scarcely hung 
together. 

•* It's beautiful," she said, admiringly ; " now 
yoii want shoes and stockings/' she added, look- 
ing pityingly down at the bare brown feet, clean 
like all else except the clothes ; those, poor Flo 
could not help being soiled and ragged — ^for no one 
sewed for her. All she could do to make herself 
clean and tidy was done, and much shocked 
would the little maiden have been could she have 
seen the earthy coating of her brother's face. 

When everything had been shown and ex- 
plained to the little girl, she came up to Lily 
and whispered, " Would you like my cat ? " 

"Oh, no; I won't take it," replied Lilian, 
thinking, directly. Bob had explained matters to 
his sister. But not so. 

"I wish you would have it," she pleaded. 
" I've had to hide it up ever so long ; it knocked 
mother's bottle down, an' spilt her physic, an' 
she'll kill it if she gets it. Do take it please. 
I've nothing for it to eat neither." 

" Oh, yes, I will have it, then, and Bob must 
bring you to see it ; he knows where I live." 

"An' will you let us see Him as you was 
tellin' Bob about, if we come ? " 

"I don't know who you mean," said Lily, 
ponderingly. 

"Why Bob said you said as someone else 
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loved him 'sides me, an* I'd like to pee who 

It IS. 

The child used the word see as though she 
were not blind ; in fact her other senses seemed 
so far to make up for the loss of sight, that she 
seldom felt it to be a trouble. 

" That was Jesus." 

<* Why do you call Him that ? '• 

** That is His name, but we cannot see Him ; 
He's in heaven." 

** Didn't you never see Him ? " 

" No ; because He is not on earth now ; He is 
gone up to be with the angels again." 

" What's angels ? " 

** Good people that have gone to heaven, and 
have white robes." 

"What's robes?" 

" Frocks, as white as snow — and gold crowns 
on their heads, and harps to play music on." 

" Where did ye say they was ? " 

" In heaven." 

** Where's that?" 

" Somewhere up above the sky, where every- 
thing is very beautiful." 

" I couldn't see the crowns and things, if I 
wasn't blind, could I ? Can you ? " 

" No ; not now, not till we get to heaven, and 
then we shall both see them, and have them 
ourselves." 

" I reckon that's only for rich folk, that place ? " 
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" 0> y^s, it is," said her young teacher, eagerly, 
" it is for every one, either poor or rich, that 
loves Jesus." 

" How can we love Him when we don't know 
Him ? " 

" Because He loves tis; and do you know, Flo, 
He came down from that beautiful place and 
died on a cross, so that we might go there when 
we died, or else we never could have gone." 

" Why not ? " 

" Because we've all done something wrong, 
and no one can go there that is not good." 

" I can't go, then, never, 'cause mother says 
there never was a badder g^rl than me. Bob's 
good. Bob might go, mightn't he ?" 

" Both of you can go if you try to be good, 
and ask God to let you." 

"Who's God?" 

" He's the Father of Jesus." 

" He won't let me go, 'cause I'm bad." 

"Yes, He will, if you ask Him, for Jesus' 
sake ; that means because Jesus died so that 
everyone might go to heaven, however bad they 
had been, if they were sorry." 

" Well, I'm sorry I've ever been naughty. I 
never will be again so long as I live." 

" You must try to be good ; and, Flo, if you 
get to heaven, Jesus will make you able to see 
as well as I can." 

" Will He ? He is good. I wish I could get 
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there quick. Did He ever make anyone see 
before ? " 

" Yes ; when He came to die, He cured some 
blind people." 

" Tell us about it, do ! " And, seated together 
on the hut floor, the Christian child told the 
scarce better than heathen girl the sweet old 
stories of the loving Christ. Tears ran over the 
sunburnt cheeks, and the little brown hand 
wiped them away, as, for the first time, the poor 
blind child heard the healing words of the holy 
Gospel. 

" If only Bob had been here to hearken ! " 
she said, as Lilian rose to leave her ; " but I'll 
tell him all about it, Miss Lily, an' we'll both 
say, * Make us good, 'cause Jesus died,' every 
day till He does." 

" V^aX in the world kept you such a spell in 
that poky place ? " inquired Artie, as they rode 
away. He had been busy trying how far Gipsy 
would go into the sea, and had managed to get 
wet over the ankles in the enterprise. 

" Could you believe it, Artie, Flo didn't know 
who God was, or anything ? " 

" Don't know ; suppose folks don't know things 
till they're told. Let's have a good gallop, 
Lily." 

And the ride home was as gay and enjoyable 
as a ride on swift-footed steeds could be to two 
capital young equestrians. 
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As the days shortened, rides had to be 
shortened also, and often given up. Still, when- 
ever occasion permitted, Lilian would spend an 
hour in the little hut with Flo, and often Bob 
also, for pupils, and taught them the simple but 
powerftil Bible-lessons she had stiidied so long 
and so well. On one of these visits they met 
Mrs. Pentonville, whereupon Artie, after a hasty 
bow and shake of the hand, rode on quickly, 
leaving Lily to continue the conversation alone. 

" Thy cousin avoids me, I perceive," said the 
lady ; " never mind, he will get over it. I will 
not keep thee from him, dear. My love to all 
at Fern Glen. Thou art doing a good work 
here, love, it gives me pleasure to see it; the 
poor things have a sad time of it when the 
mother is at home. It is well she is much out, 
though I fear it is for no good reason; she 
drinks sadly, I am told. Adieu, love." 

And Lily cantered oflF, thinking how good and 
kind Mrs. Pentonville was, and turning fre- 
quently till the last fold of the white shawl and 
satin bonnet disappeared from sight. 

As the dull, dark days came on, the attendance 
of the Fern Glen household at the village church 
grevr less and less regular. Dr. Grey rarely went 
at any season, and his wife's poor health often 
kept her at home. Naturally enough, the juniors 
followed the parental example — Ernest indulging 
longer in his much-loved bed ; Frank giving up 
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the day to rambles with Arthur in search of 
nests or any other available booty, which, how- 
ever, they did not openly display till the day or 
two following, lest their pursuits should be 
interfered with. 

One Sunday morning, just before the Christ- 
mas vacation commenced, Lilian appeared in 
the dining-room, ready equipped for church. 

" Why, Lily, where are you oflf to i " asked 
her uncle, drawing her to his side. 

" Church, uncle." 

"Who with?" 

Lilian looked round the room. Ernest was 
lying on the sofa, reading " Masterman Ready," 
and evidently not meaning to disturb himself, 

" I can go alone. Uncle Fred ; please let me," 
she added, quickly, reading his decision against 
her so doing in his clear, expressive eyes. 

" Stop at home and preach to me/' he said, 
laughing at her earnest face. 

" I can't preach, uncle." 

"Well, you can read; come, I'll find you a 
text if you'll promise me a sermon." 

" Uncle, may I go, please ? " 

" No, of course not alone, you must not think 
of it." 

" The servants are going, uncle, some of them." 

" Donald and Roger, I suppose. No ; I'll not 
have my brother's child walking to church with 
two menservants." 
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" But, uncle- 
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" Go and take your things off, child, and don't 
make any more nonsense about it ; you know 
all the service in the Prayer-book, and if you 
like you can read it all through ; but you can't 
go to church — that's settled." And the doctor 
took up his newspaper^ and recommenced 
reading. 

Lilian stood still a moment, then turned 
hastily, and left the room, not, however, before 
both the apparently unobservant Ernest, and 
the doctor, had noticed the deep blue eyes fill 
with tears, and the chest heave with a well- 
controlled sob. Half-an-hour in Lily's own 
room sufficed to calm the rising storm, and, all 
the stronger for the struggle, she went into the 
nursery with cheerful countenance as usual, 
answered nurse's questions as to not going to 
church after getting ready as simply as possible, 
and busied herself with telling Wilfred wonder- 
ful stories about David and the Giant, Daniel in 
the lion's den, and the many other children's 
portions which have been the delight of the 
little ones in every Christian family for ages, 
w^herever a loving mother, a tender sister, or 
often a pious nurse^ has the inclination to impart 
this priceless Jore. 

Wilfred already began to feel a great reve- 
rence for the book from which Lily culled such 
"pretty tales." He would stroke its velvet 
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binding with his plump little fingers, and say, 
"Lily's nice Bible; Wilfie loves Lily's Bible; 
God made it, and God made Wilfie." 

Then Lilian sang to him in her low, clear 
tones the favourite hymns her mamma had 
taught her, and the little boy listened, and 
chimed in here and there with his baby voice, 
and asked for " dust one more, Tousin Lily," till 
nurse declared she had the best place in the 
house, and it was almost as good as a church, 
bless the dear children ; she did believe she'd 
begin and go again. 

" Do, nurse, do, and then I can go too, and 
Wilfi-ed too, if aunt would let him." 

" Wilfie doe to church with nurse and Tousin 
Lily ; Where's Wilfie's hat ? " 

" No, not to-day, darling ; we'll see some day. 
Miss Lily, I used to go when I was a girl, but,- 
somehow, with the children wanting nursing, 
and missis not being particular, I've got out of 
the way of it. I'd have been better if I'd gone 
oftener. It's minded me more of my young 
days since you come, Miss Lily, than anything 
for many a year." 

No traces of Lilian's disappointment remained 

visible when she joined the family at dinner, and 

she was rewarded for her patient endurance by 

Ernest, who, an hour before service time, rousing 

himself with a long yawn, asked if anyone would 

go to church with him, Lilian gladly accepted 

I 
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the invitation with a feeling of gratitude to 
Ernest, for she knew he was going only for the 
sake of her wishes ; still she thought it was good 
for him to go, whatever his motive might be ; so 
the two set out cheerfully together. 

The roads were carpeted with dry brown 
leaves, rustling under their feet, and the air was 
very cold; dull and murky clouds hung low 
overhead ; it was a dreary commencement of 
dreary December. But, once in church, all 
dulness was over to one, at least, of the children 
in the doctor's pew. The text was from Isaiah : 
" Though your sins be as scarlet, they shall be 
as white as snow ; " and very beautifully did the 
curate (Ernest's tutor) describe the change from 
the bitterness of sin to the purity and peace of 
the forgiven soul. 

The daylight was fast waning when the con- 
gregation dispersed, and, with a few brief salu- 
tations to the party from the Hall, who were 
exceedingly regular in their attendance, the 
cousins took their own homeward path. 

" Wasn't it a nice sermon ? " asked Lily, after 
a while. 

"Yes; he's a fine fellow, Mr. Selkirk, and 
just as good at lessons; he's rather hard on 
Frank, though, sometimes." 

"Because Frank does not half learn his 
lessons very often, he isn't fond of them like 
you." 
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" No. I say, Lily, it'll snow by to-morrow ! " 

" Will it ? I'm very glad ; Allison will be 
pleased if there's a good thick snow this Christ- 
mas, and I want to see what it is like. That 
was nice about our hearts being made as pure 
as snow, didn't you like it, Ernest ? " 

"Oh, yes, it was right enough, only that 
sort of people don't come to church to hear it." 

" Which sort of people ? " asked Lilian, 
dubiously. 

" Why, those that are such sinners, I mean." 

" But we all are — we've all done wrong."- 

"Yes, but that verse meant dreadfully bad 
people that had broken the commandments, and 
all that ; I don't think it means us at all, Lily." 

" I. think it means everybody that ever did 
anything wrong," said Lilian ; " because nobody 
can go to heaven that has not been forgiven." 

" But suppose they never did any sin ? " urged 
her cousin. 

" Everybody has," said Lily, laying down the 
doctrine of human and universal depravity 
without hesitation ; " you could n9t find anyone 
that has not been naughty one time or other." 

"I don't believe _y(W ever were," said Ernest, 
looking admiringly at her ; " I know boys are 
always in some mischief or other, at least — boys 
like our Frank and Artie — but there's many a girl 
that never does wrong ; and besides who ever 
knew manuna do ansrthing not right ? " 
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Aunt is very good " Lilian commenced. 

But what? you are hiding a *but,' Lily," 
interrupted Ernest. 

"No, I was only thinking that Aunt would 
not say she was good, though she is so good." 

" Of course, we all say we are * miserable 
sinners ' when we're at church on a morning ; but 
I never believed it, and I don't think anybody 
does." 

" Oh, yes, they do, because, however many good 
things people do, they are still sinners if they 
don't do every single thing they ought to do, and 
think every thought just right." 

" But that does not seem fair," argued Ernest, 
" because people can't help their thoughts ; they 
have to be as they come." 

" Well, then, don't you think it's a sign we 
are not quite good when our thoughts are not ? " 

" I suppose we aren't quite good," admitted 
her cousin, somewhat reluctantly; "anyhow, I 
don't think I'm a miseraile sinner y nor you either, 
Lily ; see, there's Wilfie coming to meet us." 

They hastened on to join the little fellow, who 
was running down the garden, looking the 
picture of comfort in his warm velvet coat, 
trimmed with white minnever, and his rosy 
cheeks glowing with exercise. There was no 
more time for serious talk that day ; but ere Lily 
went to rest she found the passage in which we 
are commanded-^^^ Love the Lord thy God with 
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all thy heart, with all thy soul, with all thy mind, 
and with all thy strength," and pointed it out to 
Ernest, saying, in a low tone, " Even we have 
not kept all the commandments, Ernie." 

Ernest's prophecy was right as regarded the 
snow. When Lilian awoke next morning, the 
world was clothed in white, and, before the 
little girl was dressed, a shower of snowballs 
against her window announced that her cousins 
were already enjoying the long-looked-for frolic. 
As soon as possible, she ran down to join them, 
but stood still ia the hall to revel in the glorious 
winter-scene so new to her, and so far sur- 
passing everything she had imagined in purity 
and loveliness. The snow, after falling thickly 
half the night, had been succeeded by a hard 
frost, too firm to be penetrated .by the watery 
sunbeams that struggled faintly through the 
grey clouds. The garden was one smooth, 
undulating stretch of soft, spotless snow. The 
branches, laden with their fleecy covering, 
bowed gracefully towards the ground; while 
lighter twigs, coated over with frost-crystals, 
glanced and glittered and shone like the groves 
of a fairy-garden. Beyond, the stately moun- 
tains reared themselves in all the grandeur of 
clearly-defined peak and slope, and rugged 
majesty, clad in their winter robes of unsullied 
whiteness. 

Lilian was speedily aroused from her reverie of 
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enchantment^ by her boisterous cousins coming 
in to seek her ; and after fetching, by Frank's 
advice, a pair of goloshes and some thick gloves, 
she returned to the garden, and all three engaged 
in making a path from the hall door to the gate. 

" Oh don't, you're spoiling the look ; it was all 
so nice and white ! " she exclaimed. 

But when did boys prefer the picturesque 
aspect of a snow-scene to its immediate and 
actual resources in the amusement line ? The 
digging proceeded rapidly, and Lilian watched 
the busy workers till the cold began to make 
itself felt through her warm wrappers, and 
Ernest, turning round, exclaimed, " Why, Lily, 
what's up ? you're white and blue, and all 
colours ! " 

"I'm all right — only cold — and my teeth 
shake." 

"Here, just shovel a bit for me while I go 
into the house, there's a^ood girl ;" said Frank, 
putting his spade into her hand, and running 
off; "and don't let Ernie and Artie get more 
done than us," he shouted, as he ran, 

Lily's hands felt too numb at first to hold the 
spade, but the active movement soon put them 
in a glow, and her coldness was quite gone when 
Frank returned, bringing her light spade. 

" How do you like work ? " he paused to in- 
quire, 

" Oh, very much, I'm quite warm now ; feel ! " 
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and she drew off her glove^ and laid her hand 
against his cheek. 

" That's the style ! we were a set of muffs to 
let you stand shivering so long ; but you see we 
don't know what girls can do till we find it out ; 
here, take your own spade, it's lighter." 

They worked diligently and merrily, and 
finished their path by the time the breakfast-bell 
rang, when they entered the house quite ready 
to enjoy a good meal. 

" What have you been doin^c ? " inquired the 
doctor, as the rosy faces gathered round the 
table ; and an eager account followed of their 
industrious morning. 

" That's the right way," said Dr. Grey; " *many 
hands make light work,' you know; so you 
helped too, little Indian ! What do you think of 
' plucking geese in Scotland, and sending 
feathers here ' ? " 

" I think it is splendid, uncle ; I am glad we 
are near enough to have them pretty thick," said 
Lilian, laughing ; she had heard the phrase too 
often lately to be puzzled by it, as her uncle 
expected. 

" Well, you had better go up as far as the fall 
after breakfast ; it will be worth seeing, if I am 
not mistaken ; I would go, too, but cannot spare 
time this morning ; perhaps mamma will go." 

But Mrs. Grey declined, as the snow was so 
thick, and could not well be removed from the 
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glen path. She was somewhat afraid of trust- 
ing the children; but as both they and her 
husband thought it safe, she made no objection. 
So through the snow they presently departed, 
.leaving deep footprints as they went, racing and 
snow-balling, in the best spirits and humour 
possible. Lilian did not much relish the snow- 
balling, but the boys found it famous fiin to have 
so fresh a subject for their salutes, and thick and 
fast the white shot fell about their cousin, who 
bore it bravely, even when one flaky missile 
lodged on her fur tippet, and slowly melted 
down her neck, which anyone knows is not a 
pleasant sensation. The playful warfare had to 
be discontinued when they entered the glen, for 
extreme care was needed now to keep the path, 
covered as it was with the thick impenetrable 
carpet. Many a heedless step plunged Artie 
knee-deep in the drifted snow, and drew forth 
the merry laughter of his more cautious com- 
panions, who were only ankle-deep ; while from 
sundry rolls, and slips, and tumbles, Frank was 
almost a walking snow-man by the time they 
reached the fall. 

Truly the sight was worth the trouble. 
Arrested in its impetuous career by the stem 
hand of the ice-crowned king, the fall was one 
brilliant cascade of icicles, in every variety of 
form and carving. Long crystals hung pendant 
from th6 upper rocks, and, stretching to the 
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stones below, made a grotto of most exquisitely- 
fretted pillars, over-arched with the frosted 
branches of the trees above. With a feeling of 
almost awe, the children gazed upon this new 
and wondrous scene, and then crept down to the 
bed of the stream, and under the frozen crystals, 
with the feeling we all know of pleasure in a 
situation in which we never were before, and 
may never be again. The sun streamed in his 
faint winter glow through the columns, and 
tinged them with a dancing light and beauty in 
his vain attempt to loose their unwonted 
bondage. 

"Mamma must come and see this," said 
Ernest, as they turned away. 

" Yes ; and uncle — oh, I hope AUon will be 
home in time before it melts V* 

" Thank you for. your good wishes ; " and, as 
Lily was pulling herself up the bank by the aid 
of a strong shrub, a stronger hand completed 
the work, and, with a delighted glance, she was. 
by her best-loved cousin's side. 

"You are looking first-rate," was his first 
remark, after his brothers' noisy greetings had 
been received in his frank, boyish way, and 
answered to their satisfaction ; " It is a real 
treat to see you again, Lily." 

" Is it ? " said Lily, laughing a well-pleased 
little laugh. " I'm so glad you are come, Cousin 
Allie." 
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" So's everybody/' said Arthur ; " we'll have 
some jolly fun these holidays. Papa thinks it'll 
be a famous frost this winter." 

"Just come down and look at the fall, All,'* 
called Frank, from below. 

So down they went again, and the schoolboy 
admired it to the full, hoping, with the rest, that 
it would remain long enough for all to have a 
good view of it, and suggesting that they might 
carry Mrs. Grey in a chair with poles, if Donald 
and Roger might help. And fiill of their plan 
they hastened in. Mrs, Grey, however, would not 
hear of such a mode of progression, she would 
prefer to walk, and would do so that afternoon, 
if her husband was at liberty to accompany her. 

Too 'much excited to stay long indoors, the . 
three younger boys, with Wilfred and his nurse, 
employed themselves in piling up an immense 
mound of snow, to be hardened with water thrown 
on, and then scooped out into a snow hut. 
Meanwhile, Lilian and Allison had a cosy talk 
by the nursery fire, of things at school and at 
home, of the visit to Seacliffe, and the cutting of 
Lilian's curls, though Allison declared she looked 
BO pretty now, that he did not miss them half so 
much as he had expected to do when he heard of 
Mrs. Pentonville's proceeding. Then he must 
hear the story of Bob and Flo, and how Fairy, 
who was basking on the rug, had been restored 
to her rightful owner. And Lilian confided to 
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him how she had heard Dr. Grey say that some- 
times b^nd people could be made to see, but that 
it cost a great deal of money. She would not ask 
him about Flo till she had saved some money to 
give the blind girl to try with. She had only 
saved a pound yet, but she would put more to it 
when she had her next quarter's pocket-money. 
So Allison, after convlhcing her of his full sym- 
pathy and approval, made her take half a sove- 
reign from him towards the secret fund, saying, 
with a laugh, " It's a wonder I've got any, we 
boys don't often have much left at the end 
of the half year, only, you see, Uncle Douglas 
was in Edinburgh yesterday, and he gave me a 
sovereign." Allison did not add that his other 
half-sovereign had gone to save a poor old couple 
from being turned out of their humble home, be- 
cause they could not pay the trifling sum of 
two shillings a week for its rent, nor how he had 
resolved that the same sum weekly should be 
laid aside from his allowance towards this object 
Nevertheless, his manner and conversation con- 
vinced his" cousin that a change had come over 
the once thoughtless, though always noble- 
hearted, boy, and this impression was strength- 
ened as the holidays rolled on. Every Sunday 
now found at least these two in the old corner 
pew, and often Ernest and Frank and Artie joined 
them, though Mrs. Grey continued too delicate, 
and the doctor rarely thought of going. 
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Lilian grew fast, and was improving daily; 
there was no languor now in her step or dulness 
in her daily pursuits. Still the doctor had not 
relaxed his orders about her reading and study- 
ing, and Mrs. Grey began to fear her little niece 
would grow up in complete ignorance of ordinary 
acquirements. 

" Well, well,*' said her husband after a con- 
versation of this kind, towards the end of the 
holidays, " you shall have your turn now, Mary ; 
1 think 1 have done my work well, and it gives 
you a deal better chance for a fair start than if 
she had been a weak little thing to begin with." 

" Yes, love, I am sure it has been a wise plan 
so far ; but it is quite time she learnt something : 
she is over eleven now, you know, Fred." 

" It strikes me she knows more than you think ; 
she was helping Frank \vith a long sum the other 
night, and she seemed to know more about it than 
he did ; then she writes a nice hand for her age ; 
and there are not many, even older than she is, 
that can read better than she. I heard her read- 
ing to Wilfie as I passed the nursery yesterday. 
By-the-way, AUon was there, too, and I believe, 
Ernest ; I had half a mind to stop their juvenile 
conventicle, but something hindered me — ^they 
sounded so happy." 

" Don't stop them, Fred ; I don't know what's 
the reason, but the boys are not half the trouble 
they were before she came." 



OR, LILIAN'S PRAYER. 1 25 

" Well, she is a good fairy, or something of 
the kind, I believe, for she seems to have be- 
witched you all alike." 

" And you are no exception, dear," said his 
wife, smiling, " you watch her and pet her twice 
as much as anyone else." 

" Nonsense ! don't bring such accusations. 
. But, seriously, who is to teach her, Mary; I 
could manage her reading and writing if I had 
time, and you'd be the best for the sewing, and 
other lady-like trifles ; but what about other 
things ; must she have a governess ? " 

The question was not settled when Allison 
went back to school, whither we will, for a time, 
accompany him. 

Having been there now for two years, our 
young friend was well acquainted with the 
group of boys who, as he entered the school- 
room rather late on the day of re-union, crowded 
about him. 

" Here, Grey ! " called out one tall slim boy, 
who was balancing himself on the iron g^ard 
round the fire, " come and get warm — it's freez- 
ing cold in this country. Wonder what high 
guards were made for — only to keep one from 
getting any comfort of a warming, it's my belief. 
Have you seen the governor ? " 

" Just come down from the study," answered 
Allison, drawing the end of a form in front of the 
guard. 
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" Well, what had he to say ? We've all had a 
sermon as we got here, so Iguess you'd have one 

too." 

Allison did not care to repeat what had passed 
at his interview with the head master, so only 
answered^ **rd no sermon, only he wants us first 
boys to set a good example, and ** 

"Good example be bothered!" interrupted 
another of the group. " I mean to have some fun 
this half; we might as well have been at Jericho 
last tertn^we'd no larks at all." 

" Walmer '11 not be here this three months, 
and Mason's not half sharp at finding you 
out at anything; so my advice is, *Make hay 
while the sun shines/" said Jones, the first 
speaker. 

"Yes; *Let the mice play while the cat's 
away,' " laughed the other boy, by name 
Saunders. " Come, Ghrey, don't look so solemn ; 
you used to have some pluck in you ; I don't 
know what's got it lately though, you've been as 
good as gold, and as precise as a parson." 

"Might be many a worse thing than that," 
replied Allon, who could bear the jokes of these 
boys well, knowing himself to be their superior, 
both at work and at play. 

Still it was not the pleasantest thing in the 
world to sit quiet and be ridiculed, and he was 
about to leave the circle and seek his fnend 
Leslie, when the door opened and a gentleman 
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With black hair and spectacles appeared, with a 
fair-haired boy of some ten or eleven years 
of age. 

"I hope you are taking care of each other, 
boys," he said, nodding carelessly to them. 
" Here's a new scholar, make room for him by 
the fire." 

" Yes, sir ; " and as the usher left them, the 
timid child was brought forward into the group, 
and seated on the end of Allison's form, the 
latter moving one seat further back, to make 
room for the new comer. 

"What's your name?" came the stereotyped 
first question at school. 

« Charlie Dane." 

" Fame ! oh dear, then we've got fame in the 
school without working for it," said Jones, 
mischievously. 

" I said Daney" said the boy, somewhat louder 
than his first answer. 

" Oh, I beg your pardon," said Jones, "Dame's 
a very different thing from * Fame ' to be sure, 
you are quite right to inform us of our mistake." 

" I did not say * Dame,' " said the boy, flushing. 

"What was it then? will you please tell us 
again, and we'll try to listen ?t— you wont 1 very 
well, then we must guess." 

" Was it * Tatne ' ? " suggested Saunders, pro- 
vokingly. 

" Oh, yes," said Davis, a short stout boy, with 
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low brows and shaggy hair; "Tame Dame 
Charlie, that's it, you know they always put the 
surname first in directories — and we are walk- 
ing directories — Master Tame Dame Charlie, 
if that be your name, fair stranger," he added, 
turning with a mock bow to the confused 
little fellow, who was doing his best not to 
mind their taunts although feeling very uncom- 
fortable. At this moment a fresh arrival 
made Allison spring from his seat, to welcome 
his great friend and companion. Leslie was 
a boy no one could see for a moment 
without admiring and respecting, and if the 
acquaintance was carried further, the ad- 
miration and respect would be deepened into 
an abiding affection, at least, in the minds of 
those whose tastes and inclinations lay like his 
in the right direction. 

Some of the boys, while they feared to arouse 
his indignation, nevertheless, were not sorry to 
avail themselves of any passing opportunity to 
embarrass him or prevent him firom proceeding 
farther than he had already done in the good 
graces of the masters. 

As firm in principle, and fearless in action, as 
he was independent in thought and feeling, his 
coming had been a great help to Allison in his 
first feeble struggles after the right. 

He had entered the school also at a time when 
the majority of the first-class boys wer^ on the 
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side of lawlessness and disregard of authority, 
and when the current had commenced to flow 
strongly in this direction. Allison's previous 
partnership in many of the irregular doings, 
though he had never gone so far as some, 
would have prevented his influence having 
sufficient force to make any change in the disor- 
dered state of affairs ; but what he could not have 
done unaided, he proved a strong help to effect 
under Leslie's steady leadership. Dr. Smith, as 
well as the under-masters, had noticed approv- 
ingly thQ quieter and more regular behaviour of 
the last half year, and were not without some 
perception of the moving springs of the im- 
provement. They had expressed their satis- 
faction to the boys who had been chief leaders 
of the orderly party, and admonished some of 
the other description to behave more like Leslie, 
Grey, Hamilton, &c., the result of which was 
simply to increase the dislike of the Jones and 
Davis faction to the members of the " Doctor's 
dutiful darlings* division," as they had nick- 
named them. It was not long before the 
" dutiful darlings " began to feel the ill effects 
of the doctor's public commendation, and the 
half year now commencing, threatened to be 
anything but a quiet one. 

One half-holiday the whole troop, with Mr. 
Mason at their head, were despatched for a long 

ramble, the doctor, as usual, entrusting his large 

K 
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telescope to the care of Allison and Leslie. The 
day was fine, the beach smooth and hard, the boys' 
spirits high, and for the most part great good 
humour prevailed during the excursion. It was 
nearly dark when they reached the house again, 
and the doctor was just coming out at the gate ; 
so the boys stood still, caps in hand, till he had 
passed, and then rushed pell-mell into the school- 
room, while Walter and Allon ran upstairs to the 
study to restore the telescope to its place. This 
safely accomplished, they returned arm-in-arm to 
the dining-hall, joining the rest of the boys who 
were assembling there in answer to the loud 
summons of the gong, Jones and two others 
coming in after all the others were seated. 

Tea over, the work of preparing the next day's 
lessons commenced, and a master being seated 
at the head of each table, comparative quiet 
reigned for a time in the little community ; but 
it was not found so easy to settle down to hard 
study after the liberty of the afternoon. Eyes 
began to wander in search of more interesting 
subjects than grammalrs or dictionaries ; tiny notes 
passed and re-passed under cover of the table ; sly 
nudges and pinches were administered by the 
idly-disposed to the annoyance of their more in- 
dustrious neighbours, and once or twice the 
sound of an incautious whisper would reach the 
master's ears, and be followed by "Silence, boys!" 
which produced a momentary hush. 



OR, LILIAN'S PRAYER. 131 

Allison happened to be placed between Jones 
and Saunders with Davis opposite, and was thus 
obliged to pursue his tasks under difficulties. He 
would have been glad to move to where Walter 
was writing quietly at the end of the table, 
but no one was allowed to leave a seat once 
taken. All books were to be brought before 
the owners took their places, and if any were for- 
gotten the lesson had to be left unlearned or 
learned in recreation time. Presently Saunders 
whispered, " Lend me your dictionary, I've for- 
gotten mine." Allison wrote on a slip of paper, 
" Can't, I'm using it,'* and passed it to him. A 
moment after a little note was thrown in front of 
him, but before Jones could pick it up, Mr. Ma- 
son's voice was heard, " Pass that to me !" 

There was no choice but to obey, and, after 
opening it, he said, shortly, *• Those who have 
written anything during the lesson-hour please 
to rise." 

Several of the younger boys rose, but only 
Allison in the first class. 

" That will do ; resume your work if you please, 
Grey, and, when lessons are over, you can write 
out the sixth rule five hundred times, and show 
it to Mr. Tynall." 

Now, the rule in question was only as follows : 
" No communication of any description allowed 
among the pupils during hours of preparation." 
Although shorty to write it out careftdly five 
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hundred times involved more labour than an 
active schoolboy cares to expend. Besides, 
Allison knew that several others had " com- 
municated" much more freely and with less 
cause than he ; and it seemed rather hard that, 
through his honesty in standing up, he should 
receive punishment, while the more guilty ones, 
by a want of frankness, escaped Scot-free. He 
would have done the slame a year ago without 
much compunction; but Lilian's influence had 
led him to adopt a more honourable course. He 
was not sorry he had owned the truth, only it 
was provoking to have such an addition to his 
tasks ; still he thought he ought not to have 
yielded so far as to answer Saunders. Walter 
had warned him never to take notice of their 
interruptions during the hour ; but then it would 
seem so unkind' not to give an answer when 
they wanted something. And yet no one could 
accuse Walter of unkindness, though he never 
would break the rules in this way. It was a 
comfort, however, that the words on the paper 
were so simple — ^there was nothing wrong in the 
message, if there was in the act. These 
thoughts did not help Allon on with his lessons, 
and they were not more than half learnt when 
the order was given to put away. He tried in 
vain to continue studying amidst the hubbub 
that succeeded, so, fetching his imposition book, 
he commenced writing the rule. Gradually, 
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the boys fell oflf from his immediate neighbour- 
hood, and, left alone, he wrote rapidly and care- 
fully till the last word was finished, and the 
name "Allison Grey" flourishingly inscribed 
below. AUon was very particular about the 
appearance of his name, and wrote it invariably 
in the same style, so that the signature would 
be recognized immediately by anyone who had 
once seen it. Walter, who had been waiting 
near, came up to him now with a cheerful, 
" Well, have you finished ? " 

"Yes, and it'll be a long time before you'll 
catch me writing another note for anybody, 
however they may bother me." 

"A good resolution — mind you keep it. 
Whatever had you written ? I never saw Mr. 
Mason look more vexed ; he was so cool and 
quiet. I'm afraid it is not done witK yet. 
Grey." 

" Nonsense ! I've had more than I deserved 
already; I only wrote that I could not lend 
Saunders my dictionary, I was using it." 

" I might be mistaken, then ; certainly there 
was nothing in that, only just breaking the rule ; 
but it's a pity you did it." 

"Yes, I wish I hadn't now, but it can't be 
helped. Jones, and some of the others, had 
sent lots of notes, and whispered many a time, 
too, and they've got off as if they'd done 
nothing. It's not quite fair." 
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** If s a deal better to do as you did, Allon ; 
you have a clear conscience as to truthfulness, 
and that's more than they have." 

" I don't believe they've got any consciences, 
at least, if they have they aren't much good 
either to themselves or other people." 

" We must try to show them a better example 
then, Allon; if we cannot do them good by 
yielding to them, we must try by keeping apart 
from them in things that are not right, and 
perhaps they will mend in time; but we must 
not do evil that good may come." 

Allison collected his books together for carry- 
ing away, and was turning from the table, when 
an exclamation from Leslie made him turn round 
again. Walter held a scrap of paper in his hand 
towards him, saying, anxiously, "This is the 
note you wrote ; what has Mr. Mason got ? Did 
you write twice ? " 

" No, indeed, I only wrote that one ; I don't 
know what he may have got ; some of Jones's 
mischief, no doubt ; what shall I do about it ? " 

" If it were me, I should go right to his room 
and tell him that was the only thing I had 
written." 

" I don't know — perhaps he would not think it 
was true, though the writing would not be like 
mine if Jones or Davis did it." 

" No, to be sure, Mr. Mason would know that ; 
you write a hundred times better than they do. 
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there isn't a better writer in the school except 
Hamilton. Come, let us go at once." 

A tap at the door of the master's parlour, and 
the boys were admitted. 

" I've brought this, Mr. Tynall," said Allison, 
handing his book to the second master; and 
then, with some hesitation, he went forward to 
Mr. Mason, and said, in a low, but clear tone, " I 
am sorry I broke the rule this evening, sir ; this 
is what I wrote ; it was left on the table." 

"Do you mean to say that this is all you 
wrote ? " 

" Yes, sir ; I wrote nothing else at all.*' 

" What led you to write it ? " 

" I was asked to lend my dictionary, sir." 

" Who asked you ? " 

Allison hesitated. It was scarcely according 
to schoolboy notions of honour to implicate a 
classmate ; but Mr. Mason was waiting, and he 
replied, slowly, " Saunders, sir." 

" And did you lend him the book ? " 

" No, sir, I wrote him that answer." 

" And you wrote nothing else, on your honour 
as a gentleman's son." 

" I did not, sir," was the rather proudly-spoken 
answer promptly given. 

"Is this your signature? "asked the master, with 
a cold glance, opening the note he had taken over 
lessons, and showing the bold, well-known 
characters. 
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"Yes, sir," said Allison, "it is mine, but I 
have not written it to-night, nor seen it either, 
until now." 

"You may go; I do not wish to hear any 
prevarications. I shall speak to the Doctor 
to-morrow, when he returns ; until then, you will 
not speak with your companions, except Leslie — 
he may help you to see that truth is always best." 

"The boy seemed straightforward enough, 
Mason," said Mr. Tynall, as the friends left the 
room ; "don't you. think he may be right about 
not having done it ? " 

" You've only seen him last half, Tynall ; he 
was a very different lad before that — up to all 
kind of tricks, though always honest about it. I 
am afraid he is inclined to take up with his old 
companions again this time, and I want this to 
be a warning to him." 

" But suppose he has not done it," suggested 
the second master, whose sense of justice was 
keener than his colleague's. 

" No fear ; there is not another could do it, 
see!" 

. A laugh broke from all three as Mr. Mason 
opened the paper to the full, and displayed, in 
riot very good perspective, but still cleverly done, 
a picture of himself — spectacles, curly hair, and 
all, sufficiently like to be recognised — and two 
boys seated at a table, the one in a supplicating 
attitude, the other, with head averted, was 
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closely hugging one book to his side, while 
engaged in reading another. 

"What do you make of it?" asked Mr. 
Dormer, when it had been handed round for 
inspection. 

" Well, it seems to me that Grey has drawn it 
by way of answer, meaning that he should want 
his book himself, which is just what this slip he 
has brought, says." 

"Then you think he has written this one 
since, do you ? " 

" Yes ; and as it is exactly the same sense, he 
thinks he is sufficiently near the truth when he 
says, he has written nothing else to-night; 
though I am puzzled, I confess, by his denial of 
having written or seen this signature to-night," 
pointing to the name underneath the picture, 
which was unmistakably Allison's autograph. 

"I scarcely think he would tell a direct un- 
truth, I never knew him do so. I should have 
thought it some old affair, but the ink was 
scarcely dry when I took it up." 

And so the matter rested, while Allison, 
indigfnant that his word should be doubted, 
went to bed in a bad humour. He rose next 
day with an uncomfortable feeling of something 
wrong ; altogether the morning passed gloomily 
away, the lessons imperfectly learned were 
imperfectly said, and for the first time for some 
months he found himself at the bottom of the 
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classes in Latin and geography. He was just 
returning from Mr. Dormer with a long sum 
in compound proportion crossed over as wrong, 
when the doctor's voice startled him; he had 
not seen him enter the room. 

" Walter Leslie, and Allison Grey, come up to 
the study," and he walked out before them, while 
Allison and Walter followed, exchanging glances, 
but unable to speak in the doctor's presence. 

"Where is my telescope?" was the unex- 
pected question which greeted them instead of 
the looked-for allusion to the previous night's 
disturbance. 

" In the observatory, sir, on the right-hand 
bracket," answered Walter. 

" Go and find it me, if it is there," said the 
doctor. 

Leslie took the key from its drawer in the 
study table, ^ ran up the steep stairs to the 
observatory door, unlocked it and entered. It 
was a small round apartment with a moveable 
dome, having slides opening in any part to 
which the observer wished to direct the telescope 
— a large one mounted on a stand in the centre of 
the room. When the door was closed it formed 
part of the floor, and there was no entrance save 
the trap-door leading to the stairs, which 
descended into the private study. The trap- 
door was always kept locked, and the key in the 
drawer only allowed to be opened by Leslie and 
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Grey, who had promised to be responsible for 
the safe keeping of the hand-telescope, occasion- 
ally lent them by their strict, though just and 
kind-hearted, master. Great, therefore, was 
Leslie's dismay, when, on looking where he had 
laid the telescope, it was not to be seen. Slowly 
he went back to the study. 

" It is not there, sir ! " he began. 

" Oh, it must be, you know we put it there 
directly we came in yesterday afternoon," said 
Allison. 

" I know that, but it is not there now." 

"May I go and look, sir?" and receiving 
permission, Allison hastened up, but returned 
with the same result — the telescope was gone ! 

"It could not^o without hands," observed Dr. 
Smith, looking closely at his pupils. " Are you 
quite sure you brought it home ? " 

Quite, sir ; we both came up with it." 
Put on your hats and go as far as you went 
yesterday, and look carefully all the way, it is 
possible you may have dropped it, and I can 
trust you two, I am happy to say, out of sight 
awhile." 

" But, sir, I do not think it would be any use, 
because I am quite positive we brought it in, 
and perhaps some of the boys would remember 
seeing us." 

" That is a good thought, Leslie, remain here 
while I inquire ;" and the boys spent the time in 
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useless surmisings as to what could have become 
of the missing article. 

" You see no one could get the key but us, be- 
cause they don't know the spring of the drawer." 

" No ; and besides no one dare come in here 
and go up to the observatory, they^d sure to be 
seen if they tried." 

" I wonder if Dr. Smith will believe us about 
it ; you know there was one lost before, just when 
I first came." . 

" Oh, I think he will believe us, though it does 
look very strange, but he said he could trust us, 
you know, just now ; it's a good thing to have a 
good character." 

" Yes ; but mine's not extra, at present ; and 
when Mason tells him about that note he will 
change his mind, because he knows I used to be 
in scrapes often enough. I wish I never had 
been ; it must be nice to be like you." 

" I wonder what was in that paper, he might 
have shown us something more than the name ; 
that was yours, there's no question." 

" Yes, that makes it so odd ; I think I will tell 
Dr. Smith about it, and ask him to show me what 
It is. 

" Well, he's here now, do." 

"Charles Dane and Robert Arden saw you two 
go into this room, with the instrument in Leslie's 
hand, after you all came in from your walk ; that 
agrees with your account ; and now the loss or 
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removal of the telescope requires e^cplaining. 
Can you do it ? I expect the truth, from you, at 
least, Leslie." 

" Oh, don't say that, Dr. Smith," said poor Al- 
lison ; " if Mr. Mason has been telling you about 
last night, please do not think I told a lie, I did 
not, sir, indeed." 

" Will you give me an account of all that passed^ 
so that X may be able to judge the matter," said 
the master, seating himself, and fixing his keen 
penetrating glance on Allison. " Mr. Mason has 
given me no particulars, he has merely warned 
me that he fears you are not so trustworthy as 
we imagined, since something which occurred 
during my absence; now proceed and tell me 
all particulars." 

AUon commenced with his eyes rather down- 
cast under the searching glance opposite him. - 

" We were preparing lessons, and I was busy 
with my dictionary, when someone asked me to 
lend it him. I shook my head, but he asked 
again, so I wrote on a slip of paper, ' I cannot — 
I am using it.' A minute after a note fell on the 
table, and Mr. Mason asked for it, and then he 
told those to stand up who had spoken or written 
to anyone, and I stood up ; but I had not written 
the note he took off the table, for Walter found 
mine afterwards when we were clearing the 
books ; and, besides, I did not put my name to 
the one I wrote^ and it is on the other, for 
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Mr. Mason showed it to us; just the name, 
nothing else, I do not know what there was be- 
sides." 

AUon's eyes met his master's now frankly and 
fiilly : he had spoken the plain truth. 

"Leslie, go and request Mr. Mason to send 
me the two notes." 

" Yes, sir ;" an4 he left the room. 

" Now, my boy, did you see anyone write that 
note which Mr. Mason supposes you to have 
written ? " 

" No, sir." 

" You have no idea who was the author of it ? " 

" No, sir ; none at all." 

"Who sat near you ?" 

"Jones on one side, Saunders on the other, 
and Davis opposite." 

" Oh ! " was the Doctor's short but expressive 
comment ; " but you say that it was your signa- 
ture on the note," he added; "how came it 
there?" 

" I do not know, sir." 

"Well, here it comes; we shall see now," as 
Leslie entered with the two little papers. 

" This is the one I wrote, sir," said Allison, 
touching the smaller one ; and, as the Doctor 
laid the other open before him, the boy continued : 
" I did not draw that picture, but it is my signa- 
ture, however it got there." 

"Can you remember having left any blank 
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leaves about?" asked the master, medita* 
tively. 

But Allon could not remember having done so, 
and the matter was as far from explanation as 
ever. 

" Well, I shall keep this paper, and time may 
bring something to light about it. In the mean- 
time. Grey, I will believe your word about it, 
notwithstanding appearances. As to your real 
fault in breaking the rule and writing this scrap, 
I suppose you have had an imposition." 

" Yes, sir ; last night." 

" Then we will say no more about that. But 
now this other matter ; your agreement was to 
pay for the telescope if anything happened to it 
in your care." 

" Yes, sir," said Walter, stepping forward ; 
" and if you will tell us how much it cost, we 
will pay you — if we have enough." 

" Why, are you getting short of funds before 
the middle of the half? That is a pity. I shall 
want a sovereign from each of you," he concluded, 
in his usual stem manner. "Now go to your 
work ; and. Grey, if anyone doubts your word, 
don't get angry about it ; bear it quietly, and 
remember the truth is not yet proved." 

" He's very good, after all," whispered Allison, 
as they passed along the hall ; " but I shan't feel 
settled till I find out both about the drawing and 
the telescope." 
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" It is Strange, very," answered Leslie, as he 
turned the handle of the schoolroom-door, and 
they went to their separate seats. 

Allison was destined to be long unsettled, for 
as the weeks rolled on, nothing more was heard 
of either subject. Another then began to press 
upon him — one which everyone knows to be a 
most unpleasant state of aifairs, the conviction 
that he was getting very short of money. Not 
that it was the first time he had been in such a 
predicament, but it was the first time that any 
really sober and earnest claims had pressed upon 
him without his having the means to supply 
them. The two shillings a-week faithfully paid 
for the rent of his humble friends the remainder 
of the half, would take more than all the money 
he had left, after giving the Doctor his sovereign ; 
and what about collections ? — ^to say nothing of 
other and minor considerations. He could do 
without apples and candy for three months, 
surely; he wasn't a baby, as he told himself 
indignantly, when the thought of these dainties 
came up before him ; but then he would be no 
nearer, or not much nearer, if he did give them 
up, for still he could not pay ten weeks' rent at 
two shillings a-week with less than a sovereign, 
reckon it as he would. Would his papa send 
him more money ? Very probably, if he knew 
he needed it, but that was more than his son 
cared to inform him ; besides, although so kind 
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himself, Dr. Grey might think it a piece of boyish 
folly to provide a house for two old folks who 
would be better looked after in the workhouse. 
But Allison could not bear the thought of their 
having to go to the parish after all. Cousin Lily ! 
Yes, that would be the very thing ; and the first 
opportunity that presented itself, he sat down 
and wrote : — 

" Lily darling, 

" We have lost the Doctor's telescope at last, 
at least we haven't lost it, only we do not know 
who has got it, and Leslie and I have each had 
to pay a sovereign towards it ; and, what with one 
thing and another, I have scarcely any money 
left. Now, I have been thinking if you could 
send me that half-sovereign I gave you for the 
little blind girl, it would about set me up, and I 
will give it you back the first I get. She would 
not be using it yet, you know, so I may as well 
have it. I would have asked papa, instead of 
bothering you ; but you see I want it for some- 
thing that I think is one of those things that you 
I are not to let one hand know about the other 
doing — so don't tell anybody, please. 

" In a hurry, 

** Your affectionate Cousin, 

"Allie." 

This letter put Lilian in considerable per- 
plexity. Of course AUie must have what he 

L 
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wanted, but how was he to get it. The child 
knew nothing of money-orders, and those who 
could have given her information would never 
dream of her needing it- Her pony was waiting 
for her when the note came, and she received it 
from the postman's hand herself. Suddenly a 
thought struck her; she told Roger to wait a 
few minutes, ran into the house, took her half- 
sovereign from its nest, wrote out the address 
of Dr. Smith's academy in a clear bold hand, 
then mounted Snow, and turned off towards 
Bob's hut. Bob was at home, and came out 
with evident satisfaction at the approach of the 
ponies. He had begun to improve vastly in the 
matter of cleanliness, and Lilian felt no hesita- 
tion in availing herself of the hand he offered, 
somewhat awkwardly, to help her down from the 
saddle. 

" Bob, I want someone to do something for 
me; will you?" 

« If it's aught I can do, I'll do it, Miss Lily," 
replied the boy, promptly, and then followed an 
earnest consultation over ways and means. 
" Tell ye what, jist leave it to me, an' yell see me 
back with all done cis right as right in a couple 
of days or so." 

" But how will you find the house after you 
leave the station at C ?" 

" Station ! I'll not be at the station, an' any- 
one 11 tell me the house ; they spon get to know 



OR, LILIAN'S PRAYER. 147 

where boys* schools is, Miss Lily; there's too 
much noise for 'em to be kept out o' the knowin' o' 
folk." 

''Now, Bob, I shall not let you go a step 
unless you will ride. I've plenty of money for 
you to go, if you don't mind being third-class, 
and you will get there so much sooner." 

"Well, Miss, there is that in it," said Bob, 
taking the silver she oifered ; " I'll bring back 
all I don't need, you needn't fear.** 

** I'm not at all afraid ; I could trust you with 
all I have in the world. Bob," said his visitor, 
raising her eyes to his. " But will you have to tell 
your mother where you are going ?" 

"Oh no; I'm oft' away nights, and she 
never cares ; she'd not fret if I ne'er turned up 
again." 

" Oh ! don't say so ; she would miss you very 
much if you were gone, and little Flo would, 
dreadfully." 

" Yes, she would — ^bless her. Come inside an' 
read us a bit, please ? Flo thinks on some, but 
she don't tell it right oif yet, like you do." 

The next half-hour was spent, as usual when 
Lilian visited the cottage, in reading and giving 
simple explanations of the beautiful Bible narra- 
tives, now becoming more familiar to the minds 
of the almost heathenly igfnprant children. And 
in Lilian's self-imposed and willing ministra- 
tions to her needy little neighboursi she wa^ 
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surely becoming more like Him who went about 
doing good, and was one of the happy band who, 
while they scatter, yet increase, and shall reap 
in due time, if they faint not. As she left the 
hut, she repeated her charge, " Do not tell any- 
one, Bob, it is quite a secret ; " and Bob, pulling 
his ragged substitute for a cap, promised faithful 
attention to her wish. 

But Lilian's secret was soon to be made very 
public, in a way which it would have been im- 
possible for her to have anticipated. At the end 
of the second day she began to wonder why 
her messenger had not returned, and the third 
morning her suspense coidd be no longer 
passively borne; so again Snow and his rider 
found their way to the neglected cabin. 

No one was in sight, but a^ Lilian entered she 
heard sobs from the loft, and distinguishing 
Flo's voice, called her name softly-^then louder, 
as there was no answer. Presently Flo came 
down the ladder, and feeling her way to where 
Lilian stood, burst into a fresh passion of tears. 
Vain for a time were all eflforts to obtain a 
reason for her grief, but at last the words* came 
with thick sobs between, " Bob's tuk ! " 

" Tuk ! taken ! what with — is he ill ? speak Flo, 
perhaps I can do something for him." 

" Oh, no. Miss Lily, its worse than that, they've 
tuk him to prison! oh, dear!" and the child 
seemed almost choked with sorrow, as she hid 
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her face in her hands, and threw herself on the 
floor. 

" Don't, don't, Flo ! tell me all about it," said 
Lily, the tears in her own eyes betokening her 
sympathy, as she bent down to the child and 
dried her face with her handkerchief. 

" I don't believe Bob has done anything wrong, 
Flo ; what do they say he has done ? Come, tell 
me. 

" He hasn't done it, they^re wicked folk an' I 
hate 'em," said Flo, clenching her hand. "If 
I knew the way to the court, I'd go an' tell 'em 
so too.'' 

Then she added in a quieter tone, " Miss Lily, 
the p'lice came an' said, was Bob at home night 
before last, an' mother said, *No' ; an' he said, did 
we know where he was, and we didn't, so he 
told us that he'd been* breaking into a house 
.with some men, an' they'd all to be tried to-day 
and go to prison ; mother's gone to see 'em, but 
she wouldn't take me." 

"But, Flo ! " said Lilian, starting up, "/know 
where Bob was, I sent him somewhere." 

"Oh, Miss Lily, let us go and tell 'em, an' 
then they'll let him out ; come, Miss Lily ; " and 
the jBXcited child sprang from the floor, and was 
hastening out of the hut, but Lily drew her back. 

" Flo, you cannot go so fast as I could on the 
pony, and perhaps if I g'allop I may be there 
before the trial is over." 
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" Yes, please go, I know where they will be^— 
at the Courthouse in King Street. I'd like to 
see Bob ; but youll go right quick won't you, an' 
send him back home ? f 

" Yes, hell be here before long, Flo, you will 
see, now good-bye, don't fret — I know they will 
let him come," and mounting again, Lily and 
Roger galloped rapidly away to the Brightstone 
Courthouse. Until they reached the building the 
child had thought only of Bob; but as she 
followed a constable through the silent corridors 
her heart began to beat with the thought of her 
own share in the scene to come. She had 
inquired for a barrister she had seen sometimes 
at her uncle's, and now was left alone with 
him. He listened quietly to her excited story, 
told her the case was then in process of examina- 
tion, and there was no doubt the men were 
guilty. The boy was only suspected of being 
with them ; still as he refused to give any 
account of himself from Wednesday noon till 
the time he was arrested, appearances were 
against him. Lilian's story, however, would go 
far to obtain his release. Telling her to remain 
in readiness, her friend returned to the court 
where Bob was undergoing a rigid cross-ques- 
tioning, which, however, failed to obtain from 
him the wished-for information. In fact he so 
doggedly refused to answer any queries which 
would have necessitated the revealing of Lilian's 
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secret that he was in danger of being committed 
for contempt of court. A whisper from Lily's 
friendi and the prisoner's counsel rose to his 
feet. 

"My Lordy there is an important witness 
below; have I permission to bring her 
forward ? " 

The judge assented, and the name "Lilian 
Grey" was called in loud tones. 

Bob's face changed its dogged expression for 
a bright smile as his young friend entered the 
witness-box, her riding-habit gathered in one 
hand, her fair cheeks flushed with excitement, 
and her hair, blown about with her hasty ride, 
shining beneath her small riding-hat. Her eyes 
were downcast, and her attitude at once timid 
and graceful. 

The preliminaries over, the question was 
asked : 

" Do you know the prisoner at the bar ? " 

Lilian's affirmative answer was understood 
more from the movement of the lips than from 
audible reply, and Bob, seeing her so overcome, 
spoke out from the dock : 

"Miss Lily, don't say a word if ye'd rather 
not ; I don't mind much for goin', if ye'll see to 
Flo a bit." 

" Silence ! " came the authoritative command, 
and the questioning proceeded. 

Lily's voice grew clearer as she replied to the 
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many queries proposed, and in the cross-ques- 
tioning that followed from the opposing counsel, 
her distinct utterance could be heard throughout 
the court. Turn and twist as he would, her 
interrogator could not confuse her. Simply and 
with a dignity and sweetness worthy of the 
imitation of older persons, she answered every 
inquiry ; and when Mr. Noble handed her back 
to the ante-room he could not avoid saying, 
"You have done admirably. Miss Grrey; your 
little prot6g6 will be free in a few moments." 

And so it was. After a brief consultation, the 
jury gave in a verdict of " Not Guilty " for the 
boy Bob Kenton, and Bob and his deliverer left 
the place together ; Bob at once running off at 
full speed to comfort Flo, and Lilian riding back 
home to dinner. 

In the afternoon she went into the surgery 
with a message from her aunt, and was taken 
into her uncle's arms, and kissed, and finally 
dismissed with a bright sovereign in her hand, 
and the injunction not to let anyone rob her of it 
this time. Lilian tried to get her uncle's mean- 
ing, but only got laughed at, and gently sent out 
of the room. She did not know that, seeing the 
ponies outside the court, and hearing from 
Roger that Miss Lilian was inside, he had gone 
up to the spectators' gallery, and seen and heard 
all that passed. He did not know whether to be 
most pleased or annoyed. However, one thing 
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he decided — that Mrs. Grey should have her way, 
and he would find a governess for his little niece 
at once. 

Accordingly, about a week afterwards, when 
Lilian returned from a ride, she was called into 
the dining-room, and introduced to a young lady 
in mourning, who was sitting there with her 
uncle and aunt. 

" This is Miss Maitland, Lily," said Mrs. Grey, 
as Lilian entered ; " she is going to help you to 
learn some of the things you want to know so 
much." 

Lily^s expressive countenance showed an 
evident pleasure as she put her h^nd into Miss 
Maitland' s, and met her kind glance and smile. 

" You will find some work there. Miss Mait- 
land," said Doctor Grey, pinching Lily's cheek; 
" she's a regular wild creature, and will want a 
considerable degree of taming before she can 
settle down to work." 

" Oh, uncle, I want to learn ; I'm sure I shall 
like it." 

"Well, we shall see; only don't let me find 
the books about ; if they keep you from me I 
shall burn them everyone, so you must manage 
to learn all you have to learn while I am away." 

"Uncle will have to arrange his visits better 
than at present, then," said Mrs. Grey, "for 
no one knows what minute he may come in. 
However, we must take the precaution to give 
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you a room upstairs^ I think, for a schoolroom. 
Now, my dear, go and take off your things, and 
come down to dinner." 

In the course of a few days a routine of study 
had been adopted, and a happy life commenced 
for Lilian. Miss Maitland was eminently suited 
to her position ; she knew at once how to make 
a study pleasant and instructive, and her general 
knowledge was so extensive as to add very 
materially to the enjoyment of her pupil's walks 
and rides. Flowers, and trees, and stones, all 
became sources of pleasurable conversation. 

Lilian had always loved flowers, but now they 
grew to be familiar as old friends, by the know- 
ledge of their parts and properties. 

Many a poor family received the gifts of Mrs. 
Grey with double pleasure if conveyed by the 
hands of the lovely girl and her gentle 
governess. Many an hour was spent by the 
bedsides of the sick and even dying; and 
Lilian's own heart grew more tender, and more 
full of love to the Saviour, and to His suffering 
and sorrowing children, as she heard her dear 
friend explaining His love to those who scarcely 
knew His name. There was no difficulty now 
about going to church. In all weathers, the two 
might be seen seated in good time in the old 
square pew. 

There was this one disadvantage : the Doctor, 
who had occasionally gone, though simply to 
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oblige Lilian, now that she was able to go with- 
out him seldom went at all. 

Mrs. Grey's health was daily becoming more 
delicate, and the boys, left too much to them- 
selves, went, or remained at home, according to 
their inclination ; often going, however, merely 
for the pleasure of being with Lily, who had 
grown so firmly into all their a£fections. 

Wilfi*ed and nurse always went when the day 
was fit, and nurse would " bless the day when that 
child came into the house, with her good 
Christian ways, that made her, woman as she 
was, feel ashamed of herself, stopping in on 
Sundays like a heathen, after being brought up 
to go regular to church." 

Nurse was an authority in the kitchen, and 
the other servants soon followed her example, 
so that the household was in a fair way for im- 
provement. 

Still, good old Donald would shake his head, 
and say to himself, " 'Twad mak a warld o' differ 
if the master 'd take the lead." 

So the days passed on, and spring's soft 
breezes and gentle sunshine yielded to summer's 
riper beauty. 

Dr. Smith kept his hive of boys in fiiU work, 
preparing for the midsummer examination. 

Walter and Allison were striving hard, but, 
being younger than most in the class, had small 
expectation of prizes. 
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Nothing as yet had been heard of the lost 
telescope, nor had the matter of the caricature 
been explained ; and, consequently, AUon was 
treated somewhat coldly by the under-masters, 
though the Doctor set them the example of trust- 
ing him as fully as before. He could not doubt 
the boy's word, repeated so persistently, in spite 
of appearances, and so quietly waited until 
some light should be thrown on the matter, 
accidentally, or by confession of the actual 
offender, if such there were. 

" Davis, here's a case," whispered Jones, one 
morning, coming up to his friend in the play- 
ground : " look here ;" and he produced a soiled 
note from his pocket, and handed it to him. 

Davis's face darkened and fell as he read the 
scrawl, which ran thus : — 

" Young Gintelmin, 

" Seein' as I has to move from this 'ere place 
'fore to-mom night, this is to tell as I should like 
you to kum and fitch away that there thing o' 
youm, as I wants the money I lent you on it, 
an' ef it's unconvanient for you to kum, I'll just 
call an' lave it at the gate for you. So no more 
at preasant from yer obedient servant, 

" Tim Cunnett." 

**Who brought it?" inquired Davis, when he 
had glanced over the unwelcome epistle. 
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" A lad Cunnett had sent ; the stupe threw it 
over the wall and ran off; might just as well 
have got into Grey's hands or Leslie's ; and then, 
wouldn't there have been a row ? " 

" So there will now for all I can see ; there's 
no way of getting it that I know of." 

" It must be got," said Jones, biting his lips, 
" and to-day, too." 

"Well, I'd like to know how," said Davis, 
leaning against the rails, and cutting a piece 
of wood diligently with his pocket-knife. 
" Saunders ! — I say Saunders ! " as that worthy 
appeared, whistling, with his hands in his 
pockets, and a long pole balanced on his chin- 
end. " Saunders ! — do you hear, or are you gone 
deaf? — ^you're wanted.'* 

The pole wavered, bent, and finally slipped 
from its place ; and, leaving it on the ground, 
Saunders sauntered up to where the two stood. 

"What's up now?" he asked, carelessly 
throwing himself on the grass ; " it's awftd hot 
out here." 

" It'll be a few degrees hotter inside, if the 
governor gets hold of this business," said Jones, 
testily, handing him the note to read. 

"Whew! that's a pretty state of things. 
What's to be done ? Who's gone and told Ae 
fellow our names ?" 

" No one ; there's no name on. It was thrown 
over the wall just as I passed, and I only climbed 
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up in time to see that lad of Cunnett's running 
off as if he was shot. If he'd stopped half a 
minute, I'd have given him something to run 
for, risking our getting into a scrape like 
that." 

"Seems to me we are in it now, and no 
mistake," replied Saunders, raising himself on 
one elbow ; "what's to be done ?" 

"Suppose we go to the lodge and ask old 
Tomkins to take it in, and say nothing about it 
to the governor ? " proposed Davis. 

" You old soft ! do you think the Doctor has 
Tomkins at the lodge to do our errands ? Very 
nice it would be to have the old fellow come up 
to the governor, * Please, sir, there's a parcel 
here for some of the young gentlemen, and the 
man's waiting for a sovereign.' " 

"Well, he would not know which of us it 
belonged to; and if no one would own it, he 
would have either to send Cunnett away without 
his money, or pay it himself; and glad enough 
he'd be to get his instrument back, even for a 
sovereign. You know Grey and Leslie gave 
each one towards it, so he'd have one left for 
interest." 

"Davis! I think you've had a sunstroke, or 
something, to talk in that style. Couldn't the 
governor ask Cunnett to walk in, and see if the 
young gentleman who had taken it to him were 
in the room ? And there wouldn't be much 
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/chance of escaping his eyes — they're as sharp as 
needles." 

" Yes, there's something in that. No, Tomkins 
couldn't be trusted; we must do it ourselves,'* 
said Davis, throwing down his wood, and joining 
the other two on the grass. 

"Well, how is the plaguey affair to be got 
here ? " asked Jones, impatiently. 

*' Same way as it was got away," suggested 
Saunders, in a decided tone, though half under 
his breath. 

" Rubbish ! who could take the boat out these 
fine nights without being seen ? " 

"It's the only chance we have; we might 
possibly manage it without being caught. But if 
we don't go, Cunnett will be sure to come, 
because he does not know it's a secret ; and then 
it would be all up with prizes for us, even if we 
weren't expelled, which is likely enough, for the 
governor would call it as bad as stealing." 

"Come now, I don't see that, because we 
meant to have got it back long since, only we've 
had no chance." 

"Well, let's settle something," interrupted 
Jones. " If s nearly time to go jjn, and then we 
can't talk again till after preparation hour, and 
we must have our plans arr^ged.by then." 

So, before the bell rang^ it was decided that, 
after the household were all gone to bed, they 
should leave the house by the window in the 
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corridor, loose the small boat which always lay 
in a cove among the rocks below the playground, 
and row across the bay to Tim Cunnett's cabin. 

This was a low hut, where goods were taken 
in pawn, and whose owner made good profit out 
of the miscellaneous articles smuggled there by 
the worst boys in the many surrounding 
boarding-schools, who found this a convenient 
way of replenishing their stock of ready money. 
Tim was able to bargain advantageously, 
knowing that his young visitors were quite in 
his power, as a single hint of speaking to their 
respective masters was always sufficient to 
silence any demur they were inclined to make 
to his demands. 

Soon after midnight, three figures stole out of 
one of the rooms opening on the corridor, and 
crept on tiptoe to the west window, which, in the 
hot season, was left partly open for ventilation. 
Calm and serene, the moon, so aptly described 
as the Queen of Night, shed her silvery light 
upon them, illuming the gfrounds, the shore, the 
rippling waves, and casting long shadows from 
the old statues in the corridor. Not a cloud 
appeared to shroud the boys in their clandestine 
expedition. Silently they reached the window. 
Jones was half through, when a door opened 
close by, and a curly head was put out. Its 
owner, however, was at once seized, and his 
mouth closed by Saunders, who dragged him 



OR, LILIAN'S PRAYER. l6l 

alongi out of hearing of anyone within the 
room. 

" What are you doing out here ? " demanded 
Saunders, in an angry whisper. 

"Please, Saunders, I only thought I heard 
thieves, and was just going to tell Mr. Mason 
that I'd heard something, and——" 

"Well, hush up now, and go right back to 
bed ; and if you say a whisper of seeing us here, 
it'll be the worse for you — that's all." 

" He'll tell, sure enough," said Davis, hurriedly. 
" He'd better go with us, and then he can't wake 
any one up, and set them looking for us with his 
tales." 

" He could tell to-morrow." 

" He wouldn't do that, 'cause he'd have been 
in the scrape himself; and we can easily 
persuade him not to split for fear of getting into 
trouble." 

"Are you coming to-night?" asked Jones, 
putting his head in from the outside. " You'll 
have some one out directly, standing talking 
there ; bring the young one along, and come." 

So Charlie Dane (for he it was) was pushed 
through the casement, and helped down the 
stone wall, reaching the ground at length, after 
many narrow escapes of a sudden precipitation 
thither, for he was about the worst climber in 
the school. After a hasty glance round, to see 
that they were not observed, the boys walked in 

M 
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line, close up to the wall, for the sake of what 
shade it could give them, till they reached the 
gate opening on to the shore-path. Here they 
were out of sight of the house, and ran rapidly 
along, Charlie reluctantly dragged after by 
Davis. 

Noiselessly as possible, the tiny bark was 
loosed from its moorings ; the oars dipped ; 
Davis took his seat at the helm ; and Charlie was 
stationed at the bows, shivering and trembling 
with fear and cold, for he had only partly dressed 
to call Mr. Mason. 

" What are you shaking about in that style ? " 
asked Jones, as they came in sight of their des- 
tination, and prepared to lay in their oars ; " have 
you never a coat with you ? " 

"No, and I am so cold," said the child. 

" Well — ^here take mine ; no though, I can't go 
in there without a coat ; Davis, you might lend 
him yours, and wait here while we go in and 
do our business," 

" Very likely, but I happen to be going along 
with you, so it's inconvenient," said Davis, 
shrugging his shoulders. 

" It's midsummer — he'll take no harm," said 
Saunders, leaning over to secure the boat to a 
short pier against which they had drawn it up ; 
and springing out, the three boys ran along the 
pier, turning round the rocks, and being out of 
Charlie's sight in a few minutes. 
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The boy crouched down in the boat, and hid 
his eyes on the seat ; he had an exceedingly timid 
and nervous disposition, and was in a state of ex- 
treme tremor, thus left alone in a strange place, 
with the g^m rocks looking so weird, in the 
streaming moonlight, and no human being or 
habitation in sight. He knew nothing of the 
purpose of his companions in coming there, and 
began to conjecture divers reasons, none of 
which afforded him any comfort. Suppose they 
were running away from school, and did not 
mean to come back ,to him — ^what should he 
do ? He could not row the boat back by himself, 
even if he knew the way, which he did not. 
Mu6t he wait here, all alone, through the dark 
night ; and even when the morning came, what 
the better would he be ? 

In his fear and distress he remembered what, 
in the hurry and excitement of school life, he had 
too Qften forgotten — his mother's parting words, 
as he had clung to her in the last moments at 
home : " Charlie, my darling boy, never forget 
that though your mother cannot help you in your 
little trials, your Heavenly Father can and will, if 
you ask Him." 

Kneeling in the boat, with clasped hands, and 
tears in his eyes, Charlie prayed : " Please, Lord 
Jesus, help me, and send them back to me, and 
take care of us safe to school again ;" then, with 
a fresh sense of security, he rose, and looked 
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towards the spot where the boys had disappeared, 
and, in speedy answer to his earnest prayer, he 
soon saw them running toward him ; and in 
a few minutes more the "Argonaut," with 
its young crew, was speeding over the silvery 
waves. 

The tide was against them, and soon Charlie 
found two coats at his disposal, benevolently 
thrown him by their owners, who felt more com- 
fortable rowing without encumbrance. 

This time Jones steered, while Davis took his 
position at the oars. Charlie noticed that the 
former carried a longish parcel half-hidden under 
his coat, and once or twice expressions dropped 
from one or other of the boys, which gave to 
Charlie's mind a glimmering perception of the 
object of their midnight excursion. He had 
wisdom enough, however, to keep his conclusions 
to himself, and, on arriving at the cove, again 
followed his comrades silently along by the wall, 
with no other feeling than the consciousness of a 
dull aching sensation from head to foot, rendering 
him almost careless of the danger of discovery, 
and quite overbalancing any fear of what might 
occur on the morrow. 

Their absence had not been noticed. The 
window stood open, offering ready means of 
ingress. Davis and Saunders had reached it, 

m 

and Jones was just at the wall*top, when a cough 
startled them : it was the Doctor himself, who 
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had been occupied in his observatory with some 
deeply-interesting calculations, and was now 
descending the stairs into the study. He was 
intending to stay there to write down the results 
of his observations, but his alarmed pupils did 
not know this, and, obeying the terrified impulse 
of a guilty conscience, Davis darted off to his 
room, closely followed by Saunders and Jones ; 
the latter dropping the telescope, scrambling 
through the window, and rushing along the 
corridor on tiptoe, momentarily expecting to feel 
the Doctor's detaining grasp. No Doctor, 
however, made his appearance, and the loud 
breathing of the occupants of their room showed 
them to be safely in the land of dreams, totally 
oblivious of their panting and frightened com- 
panions. 

And poor Charlie ! Whei^ the alarm was 
given by Davis, Jones was leaning over to assist 
him up the wall, and so it happened that, in the 
start, he had dropped the object for which all 
their trouble had been taken ; and now, the 
instrument lay where it had fallen at Charlie's 
feet. He, poor child, after one or two vain 
attempts to follow the others, sat down on the 
rock beneath the wall, and, drawing Saunders' 
coat (which he still wore) closer round him, 
closed his eyes, and was soon in a deep heavy 
slumber. 

From this he scarcely roused when, in broad 
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daylight, a group gathered round him, and a 
pair of strong arms lifted him gently, and carried 
him to a snug white bed in the school-nursery. 
Very soon, it was known all through the estab- 
lishment that Charlie was in a fever; that he 
had been found outside the boundary-wall, where 
it passed under the west window ; and, strangest 
of all, that under his head was found the long- 
missing telescope. 

The Doctor moved about with a stem grave 
face, but made no allusion to anything except 
the regfular lessons. It was examination-time> 
and none of the pupils could remember any 
previous examination of equal severity. Not a 
fault was overlooked, not an error passed without 
reproof. It was hard work even for those whose 
minds were quite at liberty, but for the three 
who were constantly dreading being called to 
account for the events of the previous week, it 
was utterly impossible to pay the requisite 
attention to study, Saunders especially, who 
had never seen his coat since that eventftil night, 
and was not easy in his mind about that or any 
part of his share in the unsuccessful expedition, 
was in a most unfit state for close application to 
work. 

Jones being unable to state on what Edward 
the Third based his claim to the French throne, 
the question was passed on to Saunders, and 
from him to Davis, with the same result. Leslie 
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answered correctlyi and took his place above 
them, thus becoming third in the class. 

The next question — a more simple one — ^was 
an equal failure, and this time Allison took a 
position by his friend's side as the fourth in 
order. 

By the time the history examination was over, 
the three delinquents were in the lowest places, 
and had the mortification of seeing others, who 
were much younger, above them, besides the 
loss of a serious number of marks, which would 
count against them in the prize-lists. 

" I tell you what," said Jones, when lessons at 
last were over ; " 1*11 not have another day like 
this if I study all night ; it's enough to make the 
governor suspect us, to be bothered like this over 
a question or two." 

"Or two hundred, more likely," growled 
Saunders ; " the old gentleman was in a way, for 
fear we should have too little to do ; and what's 
more, I believe he's got a wind of our affairs, he 
looks so glum. Where's my coat I should like 
to know ? I'm expecting Mrs. Benson every day 
to ask me what I'm wearing this one for." 

" She's too busy with the youngster to look at 
your coat, you're safe enough for that," rejoined 
Davis. " His mother came yesterday ; I should 
like to know if he's said anjrthing about us." 

" Not he — he's too wise for that, he knows it's 
safest for him to keep quiet." 
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"But when people are delirious tney don't 
know what they're saying, and " 

"Delirious be bothered ! Learn your geography 
He's not that ill ; I believe he's only shamming 
to get his mother here;" and Davis turned to the 
table, put his elbows upon it, his fingers in his 
ears, and gave his undivided attention to his 
lesson. 

The next day passed much more creditably ; 
the lesson was drawing to a satisfactory conclu- 
sion; Leslie and Grey had maintained their 
places only by their own accuracy and had no 
advantage from the deficiencies of their class- 
mates, who, having thoroughly prepared their 
lesson, were feeling more comfortable, especially 
as the hours wore on, and nothing occurred to 
awaken or increase their fears. The afternoon 
was almost over, and the boys were looking for a 
speedy termination of their long geographical 
labours. They were tracing the course of the 
American rivers, and Dr. Smith had just called 
upon Jones to describe the flow of the Colville. 
Jones commenced — " The Colville flows — " when 
Dr. Smith, in taking out his handkerchief, 
dropped something which sounded with a light 
ring oh the floor. The boys, glad of a little 
diversion, looked about in various directions, but 
without success ; and the Doctor, resuming his 
seat, called them to order and repeated, " Jones ! 
The ColvUle 
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** The Colville rises in- 



$» 



Here a little boy, who was passing, stooped, 
and picked up something bright, exclaiming, 
" Here is your stud, Jones," but was stopped by 
Dr. Smith : 

" Go to your seat, Simmons, and remember I 
am hearing a lesson." 

" Now, sir, once more— The Colville ! " laying 
the stud upon his table, and fixing his keen 
eyes upon Jones, who had turned white at 
the sight of the stud, knowing when and where 
he had lost it. In vain he repeated the 
words " The Colville rises," nothing more 
would come. 

" In Russian America," prompted Dr. Smith, 
and a little relieved by this assistance, Jones 
proceeded : 

" The Colville rises in Russian America, flows 
north-east and " 

" Well, well, where does it fall into ? " 

" Into the Archipelago," answered Jones, his 
mind preoccupied with concocting an explana- 
tion as to how his stud came to be found on the 
roof, near the observatory. 

"Why don't you finish?" said the doctor, 
sarcastically, " and tell us that it arrives at the 
Archipelago by a circuitous course, passing 
through the Atlantic Ocean and the Mediter- 
ranean Sea ? " 

There was a slight laugh round the class. 
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though the better-natured boys checked them- 
selves in pity for Jones's confusion. A few more 
questions and the class was dismissed. 

The next day, being a holiday preparatory to 
going home on the morrow, there were no 
lessons to learn, and the boys soon dispersed 
about the house and grounds, some enjoying 
games in the jcooI evening, others arranging 
their desks in anticipation of packing-up. Only 
the first class Latin exercises had to be looked 
over before the prizes could be awarded. During 
the evening Allon was called up to the Masters' 
parlour. 

" How is it the second and third exercises are 
not in this book?" asked Mr. Mason, as he 
answered the summons. 

" Are they not, sir ? I wrote them." 

"There seems something mysterious about 
Grey's writing," said Mr. Dormer. " Once we 
had his name on a paper and hd did not know 
he had written it, and now we are short of some- 
thing, and he is sure he has written it. It is 
rather strange ! " 

" Has that leaf on which you wrote the second 
and third exercises been torn out, do you think ? " 
said Dr. Smith, coming forward and taking up 
the book. " What are these pages at the end 
for, with your name on the last line and nothing 
else on them ? " 

"The exercises only take a page each, sir, 
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and I wrote the name all through one night 
when we had no lessons." 

" I would not advise you to do so again, my 
boy," said Dr. Smith, smiling. "You can go 
now ; this will be all right." 

" This is the clue to that piece of mischief that 
has puzzled us so long. I saw into it as soon as 
I heard you ask about the missing exercises, and 
was fully convinced when I saw the blank pages 
with the signature. Someone has torn out the 
exercise, either to lessen Grey's marks, or for the 
express purpose of getting him into trouble by 
making use of his sigTiature on the corresponding 
leaf. I am glad I believed the boy, he seemed 
so honest and sure about his innocence." 

" But who* would do such a thing ? " asked Mr. 
Tynall, who always shunned the dark side in 
human nature, and, long as he had dwelt among 
boys, was still reluctant to own they had faults. 

"I have little doubt who it was," answered 
the Head Master, "but he will have a more 
serious matter to answer for. I do not intend 
that any of the three concerned in little Dane's 
affair shall return here again. 

But these intentions were set aside by a very 
gentle hand. The next day, after the distribu- 
tion of prizes (a very quiet ceremony this time, 
for all knew now that their little schoolfellow's 
life was in great danger), Dr. Smith continued : — 

" After hearing the number of marks read, 
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some of you may wonder why prizes which, by 
superiority of number of marks, belonged to 
Jones and Saunders have been presented to 
Leslie and Grrey, in addition to those which they 
have won by their own diligence. Without 
entering into fuller explanations, I may say that 
a boy forfeits all claim to a prize when he will 
caricature a master in the establishment where 
he has been sent to gain instruction, and then 
will allow another to bear the blame of his 
action, hoping thus to escape detection himself; 
when, further, he and two others could deli- 
berately climb upon the roof and enter my 
observatory, stealing thence (for intent to return 
does not make it the less a theft) a valuable 
instrument, which had been committed to the 
care of two schoolmates; pawning this at a 
house noted as the resort of smugglers and 
young thieves, and allowing those schoolmates 
•not only to bear the blame, but the pecuniary 
loss attending the disappearance of the tele- 
scope, without any attempt to clear thdm by an 
honest confession. And the saddest feature, 
though perhaps not the most guilty one in the 
case, was the taking out at midnight, against 
his will, and for fear of betrayal, a delicate 
child, who is now suffering the effects of a 
night's exposure and fright, having been basely 
forsaken outside the house by his cowardly 
companions. It was my decided intention to 
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have forbidden the return to school of Jones, 
Saunders, and Davis ; but in compliance with 
the expressed wishes of those whom they have 
injured, I withdraw this decision, and hope that 
this lesson of generous forgiveness will not be 
lost upon them. It may be they will have a 
much more severe lesson, for if Charles Dane 
should die, as is not unlikely, they will have 
themselves to reproach throughout life for their 
thoughtless and cruel conduct." Then, stepping 
into the midst of his pupils, Dr. Smith shook 
hands with all in turn, wishing them pleasant 
holidays, with the genial, unscholastic manner 
which made him so general a favourite out of 
school-hours. Most of the boys would leave 
early in the morning ; to these he bade a kind 
good-bye, as he would probably not see them 
again before they started. To Allon and Leslie, 
who were of the number, he returned the 
sovereigns, and thanked them for the good influ- 
ence they had exerted during the past half; then, 
summoning the three culprits, who had not yet 
stirred from their seats, he led them up through 
a side staircase and passage, and gently opening 
the nursery-door, ushered them into the room 
where Charlie Dane was lying. Shocked and 
startled, the three stood mutely at the foot of 
the little bed. Charlie's long girlish hair had 
been cut away, and his thin cheeks were flushed 
crimson, while his eyes gleamed with unnatural 
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brightness, as he tossed restlessly about — ^now 
murmuring in a low tone, now raising his voice, 
and speaking in a ringing, beseeching way, that 
went to the hearts of the listeners. 

" Please, don't leave me— oh, don't leave me ! " 
he would exclaim, and then, in a low^ undertone, 
" Lord Jesus, take care of me." " Jones, don't 
' go ; Jones, help me up ! Oh, dear, the wall is so 
high, and I am so cold, please help me in." 
"No, no, I won't tell Dr. Smith, I won't say 
an3rthing, only don't leave me." Then, in a 
gentle whisper : " Mamma said God would help 
me," and again the piteous cry, " Oh, I am so 
cold, don't leave me ! " " Mamma ! where's 
mamma ? I want mamma." 

Mrs. Dane was seated by the bedside, bathing 
the hot face and hands with vinegar-and-water. 
She looked pale and careworn, as well she 
might, by the sick-bed of her only child. 

The sight of so much suffering caused by 
their act had the desired effect on the yet-un- 
hardened nature of the watcheris. Jones hid his 
face in his hands, and a sob escaped from his 
lips ; Davis and Saunders, with strong effort, 
checked the desire to. do likewise. But that sob 
had reached the little sufferer, and, for the first 
time, he looked round with an intelligent gaze, 
fixing his eyes upon Jones long and earnestly. 

" Come here, Jones, and let me whisper," he 
said^ in a weak but sensible tone ; and as Jones 
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obeyed, he drew him close down to his pillow. 
" I did not tell anyone, Jones, but^ — the Doctor 
knows — ^but he will not scold, it is all right now. 
Lift me up a little higher, please — no, thank you, 
mamma, Jones will do it. There, let me lean 
against you — that is nice. Mamma, does the 
doctor think I am going to get better, or to— 
to die?" 

" My love, we cannot tell, but " 

" Oh, don't say that," sobbed Davis, from the 
bed-foot. " You must not die, Charlie." 

" Dying is not so bad, Davis, if this is like it ; 
and I should be very happy in heaven with papa — 
only" (and his voice faltered) " I don't want to 
leave mamma," and one thin little hand stole 
softly into the one with which Mrs. Dane was 
gently smoothing the short locks. 

" My dear boy, God can spare you to us yet, if 
it is best, and, if not, I must try and spare you to 
Him." Then, kissing him tenderly, she turned 
away, to hide the feelings which could not be 
concealed from those wistful eyes. 

Charlie sighed — then, with a brighter flash of 
animation, called Davis and Saunders nearer, 
and said, in earnest tones : " Won't you begin 
and love Jesus ? He is so good ; He will help you, 
and show you how. Mamma will tell you what 
she used to tell me about Him— only I have so 
often forgotten it ; and please kiss me now, I am 
so tired, and I am sleepy too." 
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It is impossible to describe the feelings of the 
three boys, as each pressed a light kiss on the 
now pale languid face of their exhausted school- 
mate, and tears of genuine repentance moistened 
the pillow when Davis and Saunders turned 
away. Jones stood still, for Charlie's head was 
supported by his arm, and his disengaged hand 
was in the child's clasp ; so the tears that would 
have been wiped away were compelled to follow 
their own course, and trickled off on to the quilt 
unchecked. Charlie's eyes closed wearily, and 
very soon he was breathing calmly in a quiet 
slumber, while the watchers held their breath 
for fear of disturbing him. The physician 
coming in, silently took up his position by the 
bedside, and sat patiently awaiting the awaken- 
ing of his little patient to life or death. Hour 
after hour glided slowly on ; the night was far 
advanced, but the little group remained the 
same. Jones's arm ached, imtil it became too 
stiff to ache — ^yet he stood like an automaton ; 
not for the world would he have disturbed the 
slight form resting against him. 

Twelve o'clock struck — ^loud, deep, and sono- 
rous came the strokes from the great hall-clock 
— solemnly fell the successive tones on the hearts 
of the silent waiters. A slight movement of the 
quilt, and Charlie's eyes opened, glanced round 
the room, and rested upon his mother's face. 

'^ Mamma« dear, come and kiss me;" and now, 
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with glad smile and hopeful heart, Mrs. Dane 
bent again over her darling child, only releasing 
herself from his embrace when the physician 
stepped forward and took the white hand in his, 
saying, cheerfully : 

" Now, Master Dane, just turn over and get 
to sleep again as fast as you can, and we shall 
have you downstairs again in a week." 

** Now, boys, off with you ; no — no ' good nights ' ; 
go at once, and get to bed. I suppose you are 
for home some time to-morrow, or rather this 
morning ; there now, go ! " he repeated, as they 
lingered, feeling reluctant to leave without some 
more distinct assurance of Charlie's improve- 
ment. But their kind-hearted master led them 
awayy and taking them into his study, spoke to 
them gravely and earnestly, reminding them that 
although, through the great mercy of Grod, their 
little schoolfellow seemed likely to recover, yet 
it might have been otherwise, and then their 
thoughtless and sinful conduct would have been 
followed by lifelong regret. After a few words 
of thanksgiving for Charlie's restoration, and 
prayer for the influence of the Holy Spirit to 
rest upon and guide them in their future life, he 
dismissed them . to their own rooms. Never 
more did they forget the lesson learnt during 
that long sad night. 

A cordial invitation having been sent to Leslie 
from Dr. Grrey, the two friends set off in good 

N 
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time by the morning express. Two ponies met 
them at Brightstone, under care of Donald, who 
remained behind to bring home the boxes in a 
light spring- van. Allison was in capital spirits, 
pointing out the different spots on their route ; 
planning picnics, games, and excursions by land 
and water ; wondering if Wilfred would be shy 
of him, or if Lilian's hair was grown as long as 
ever ; recounting Arthur's numerous exploits, or 
dilating on Frank's agility or Ernest's studious- 
ness. Boys do not talk much of home while at 
school, and many of these home-tales were new 
and amusing — serving to pass the time very 
pleasantly between the somewhat boisterous 
gallops, in which much of the ground was 
passed over, 

"There's Lily — isn't she a darling?" said 
Allison, rising to catch the first glimpse of home, 
and seeing his cousin running down the garden, 
her white frock and broad black sash showing 
plainly amid the trees, Walter could scarcely 
be expected to respond, as all he had yet seen 
of Lily was the same flutter of white-and-black; 
but as she met them at the gate, he felt little 
inclined to deny the truth of Allison's assertion ; 
and when she came to his pony^s side, and shook 
hands with him after Allison's introduction, he 
could not but own that the uplifted face was the 
fairest he had ever seen. 

" Now, then, Lily— jump up here, and tell us all 
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about everybody; come, Gipsy can carry us 
both." 

But Lilian preferred walking, so the ponies 
walked also ; and a lively conversation ensued, 
interrupted at last by the appearance of the 
whole family, including Bruce, who testified his 
delight by antics more expressive than graceful. 

" Well, my boy, home once more i How do 
you do, Master Leslie ? Hope you will enjoy 
your holidays. Your father was an old friend of 
mine, and I am glad to see his son so like him. 
This is Mr. Leslie over again, Mary, as he was 
in his school-days ; that boy did more good 
amongst us other boys than any master in the 
place. See you do the same, as far as you can. 
Master Walter." 

" I will, as far as I can, sir," said Walter, his 
face flushing with pleasure at this praise of his 
father; "but I did not know you knew him, sir." 

" No, I did not tell this son of mine, though I 
very nearly did so the first time he wrote of you ; 
but I thought I would wait and hear what kind 
of boy my old companion's son was, without 
putting any hisLS in AUon's mind. Your father 
left the country so long since, he may have for- 
gotten me, though I rather think, if you wrote 
from here and named me, he would remember 
the old times." 

What a merry party they were at tea that 
afternoon I — not a stijBT table tea, but sitting in a 
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group on the lawn, under the old chestnut trees, 
waiting upon each other, and rapidly diminishing 
the pyramids of rich ripe strawberries, tastefully 
ornamented with ivy-leaves. Wilfred ran from 
one to the other, now with a beautiful peach for 
mamma, or an unsually fine pear for " Tousin 
Lily," or a piece of biscuit for Bruce, who would 
almost throw the child down in his eagerness to 
obtain it. 

In the midst of the mirth, a sound of wheels 
was heard, and Walter, who was a little apart 
from the rest, said he saw a lady, in a drab 
bonnet, coming from the house. 

" Wilf ! don't you want some chestnuts ?" and, 
with a rapid scramble, Arthur ensconced himself 
in the thick-leaved branches of one of the 
splendid trees, while Mrs. Pentonville advanced, 
smilingly, into the midst of the circle, and was 
warmly welcomed by all. Dr. Grey found her 
a shady seat by his wife, and the children 
vied with each other in paying, her .every 
attention. 

" Well, I will take a seat for a few minutes ; 
but I have come upon a little business. 
Cousin Frederig, and I must go back almost 
immediately." 

** Nonsense ! Just make yourself comfortable, 
and Caleb shall put up the horses. Artie, run 
off and tell, — where is the boy ?" 

Artie done up the tree to fetch Wilfie some 
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nuts," said Wilfred, going closer to the trunk, 
and peeping up through the thick foliage. 

" Arthur, come down ; Mrs. Pentonville is 
come, and papa wants you to go and tell Caleb 
to put up the horses," called out Frank, who 
guessed the secret of Arthur's sudden disappear- 
ance. 

So, presently, the young gentleman descended, 
with a flushed face, and a handful of the prickly 
nuts, which he put into Wilfie's pinafore ; and 
then, after a short answer to Mrs. Pentonville's 
greeting, darted off to the courtyard, and was 
not seen again for some time. 

" Now, Cousin Hephzibah, for your business ; 
is it anything these young people may not hear ? 
If so, we will pronounce sentence of temporary 
banishment upon them." 

** Nay, to the contrary ; some of them will feel 
an interest in what I have to say; my little 
friend here will, at least," said the lady, passing 
her hand softly over Lilian's cheek. " It is about 
a little prot6g6 of hers; thy blind friend, my 
dear, in the shore-cabin. The mother has left 
England, and rejoined her husband, so now the 
two children are left to look after themselves. I 
have been thinking thee might do with a boy. 
Cousin Frederic, to run errands for thee, and the 
brother seems a likely lad for such work ; what 
do'st thee think?" 

" Well, I suppose, whether I need him or not. 
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if he needs something to do, we must try and 
help him ; but I don't know " 

" I think, Fred, he might be of use to us, as 
well as we to him ; Roger would be glad of help 
with the ponies, and Donald could find him 
garden- work when he was at liberty. Besides, 
poor fellow, what must become of him unless 
someone takes him in ?*' said Mrs. Grey, thought- 
fully. 

"What do you know of him more than his 
relationship to the blind child?" asked Dr. 
Grey ; " what kind of character has he ? " 

** Oh, uncle, he is such a nice boy, do try him; 
he is so willing, and so obliging, he will do his 
very best, I know he will," exclaimed Lily, im- 
pulsively, kneeling on the grass by her uncle's 
side. 

" Oh, let me see ; this is the same boy who once 
went on some business firom you to Allon, and 
got into trouble about it. By the way, my son, 
what was it all about ? I did not cafe to ask 
your cousin till you came." 

" Oh, papa !" (and Allison's handsome counte- 
nance flushed crimson) "why do you want to 
know ? " 

" Because I want to understand it ; what better 
reason could I have ? Were you so very short 
of pocket-money that you were obliged to apply 
to your cousin's little store for relief? And why 
make such a secret of it ? If you had sent me word. 
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you could have had what you needed sent in a 
post-office order, without putting Lily to the in- 
convenience of finding a messenger. You know, 
my dear, the days of running footmen are over, 
though your quondam postman seems to have 
been trustworthy." 

"Uncle, how do you know anything about 
it ? " asked Lilian, confused in her turn, with a 
glance at Allison, who was looking at her with 
surprise, unable to understand how his papa had 
heard of what she had promised to keep so close 
a secret from everybody. 

" I know nothing but firom yourself, my Lily," 
said Dr. Grey, raising the rosy face that was 
hidden against his knee, and looking into it, 
half mischievously, half approvingly ; and, still 
holding it, he related to the little group the whole 
scene he had witnessed in the court, ending with: 
"So now, Allon, let us know what was the 
weighty matter which you could tell no one but 
this little secret-keeper here, and what it was 
made it necessary for you to draw upon her little 
stock of pin-money ? " 

" Papa, I would rather not tell you all, " 

began Allison; but Dr. Grey would have no 
negative, so, reluctantly, the story of the poor 
old people was made known, as also the unfor- 
tunate loss of the telescope, involving the tempo- 
rary deprivation of the sovereign. 

"And, Allon, you never told even me," 
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exclaimed Leslie. " You ought to have told me ; 
I don't know what I was thinking about never to 
see to old Martin, after I heard of his trouble. 
I am sure I ought not to have let you have the 
chance to do all yourself." 

" Nonsense, Walter! If it had not been for that 
tiresome telescope business, no one would ever 
have known about it, and that was what I 
wanted." 

" And thpu wast quite right, Allison ; I honour 
thee for the thought; thou hast studied thy Bible 
to some purpose. * Do not thine alms before 
men.' Thy son is one to be proud of. Cousin 
Mary," said Mrs. Pentonville, turning to Mrs. 
Grey with a cordial smile. 

" Here, Allison, don't go away : how came you 
to think this cousin of yours could have ready 
money at command to supply you for your 
charities — eh, my boy ? " 

" Oh, uncle, some of it was his own, — " began 
Lilian, then stopped abruptly, for would not this 
lead to a disclosure of her own secret plans re- 
garding Flo ? 

** Oh, then he had made you banker for his 
superfluous cash, and afterwards found he 
needed it himself? What interest do you gfive, 
pussie ? " 

" What capital have you, Lily ? " asked Frank, 
joining in the conversation. 

"Don't teaze your cousin, Frank," said his 
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mother, gently ; but Lily had answered, simply, 
" Tve nearly five pounds now, and " 

"Why, you little miser; how have you 
managed to save such a fortune, and what are 
you going to do with it, — ^buy a great doll, or a 
Greek Dictionary ? " 

" Neither, uncle," said the child, in a low tone. 

" Well, what then ? Come, we've had AUon's 
confession — let us have yours, my pet ; you are 
not afraid of anyone here, and we know it will 
be something good." 

" But, uncle, I would rather not." 

" And I would rather you did, my dear ; so 
which of us shall be pleased, Lily ? " 

" You, uncle." 

"Well, then?" 

*' Uncle, it was for Flo, to get her eyes cured, 
if they could be. Do you think they can be 
cured, uncle ? " she asked, looking up "eagerly, 
and forgetting her wish to keep her secret, in 
her anxiety to hear the doctor's opinion. 

" You are a good little thing, Lily," he said, 
kissing her ; " but I can tell better when I have 
seen your little friend. Why did you not ask me 
about it sooner ? I would have gone over with 
you for a ride, sometime ; however, it is not too 
late yet." 

"The child is now at Seacliffe, and I had 
thought of asking thy opinion about her sight ; 
but thy little Samaritan has done more than I 
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have, for it must have required some self-denial 
in one so young to save that amount in the 
time," observed Mrs. Pentonville, aside, to Mrs. 
Grey. 

"Yes," she replied, "and it explains several 
little things that have rather puzzled me. For 
instance, the other day a man came with a choice 
variety of plants, such as I had heard her wish- 
ing for, to put in her garden ; but she would not 
purchase any, except a small moss-rose for 
Allison's room ; and when I asked if she would 
not like any of the others, she hesitated a little, 
and said she did not want them just then." 

"She is a child of rare sweetness of dispo- 
sition, and will be little trouble to anyone in 
her training. How is Miss Maitland yet ? " 

" She was improving when we heard last. We 
miss her very much : she was a treasure in the 
house, and Lily was, and is, much attached to 
her." 

" Is it probable she will return ? " 

" Scarcely, I think ; the aunt with whom she 
is living at present has lost her daughter, and 
Miss Maitland seems to think it her duty to 
supply her place as far as possible." 

"Ah, well, we must give way for claims of 
duty, but I am sorry for thy loss. She was an 
amiable young lady, and seemed suited to her 
work. Hast thou yet found a succeiSsor for 
her?" 
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"No ; the boys' holidays were just commencing, 
and so we thought it best to leave her free for a 
time. Fred speaks of her going to school after 
this vacation, but I can scarcely make up my 
mind to it. He thinks it would be for her good 
to mingle more with other girls of her own age, 
for here she has not a single companion except 
the boys, and they almost idolize her/ Perhaps 
he is right ; if she has a fault, it is that of being 
too gentle and yielding, and that might be 
counteracted by the discipline of school, and the 
companionship of stronger minds." 

"I must be leaving thee now. Cousin Mary, 
for the sun is lowering, and my drive is long. I 
will send the boy to thy husband, and if thy 
young people will come over and spend a day 
with me, I shall be well pleased. Lilian, wilt 
thou bring thy cousins over to Seacliffe, and 
thou wilt find Flo comfortably settled with 
Martha Jones, and we will talk over what can 
be done for her." 

"They shall come for a day, Cousin Heph- 
zibah — perhaps to-morrow, if the weather be 
fine. It will be a pleasant ride for them." 

"And you'll send this wonderful boy on as 
soon as convenient," said Dr. Grey, joining 
them ; " don't trouble about him coming for a 
day or two, if he's any use to you. Now, here's 
Caleb, so if you will go, you must." 

" Farewell all !" and the amiable lady entered 
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the neat carriage, and was driven rapidly home- 
wards. 

Morning dawned gloriously bright— the per- 
fection of a July day — and, before the sun 
attained a more than pleasant power, Topsy, 
Gipsy, and Snow, with Blackfoot for Dr. Grey, 
and the pony-carriage with an additional seat 
behind, assembled at the hall-door to convey the 
party to Seacliffe. 

Their kindly reception, and long happy day, 
with the cool ride home by moonlight, must be 
passed over. Dr. Grey, after careftil examina- 
tion of little Flo's eyes, pronounced there to be 
a possibility of cure, but that they would require 
a course of treatment which could be most suc- 
cessftiUy conducted in one of the London eye- 
hospitals. So Lilian had the pleasure of 
expending her savings, now augmented by 
contributions from her cousins and Walter, upon 
suitable clothing, and other necessaries for the 
occasion, while Mrs, Pentonville, with Dr. Grey 
and his wife, provided the necessary funds ; and 
in a short time from Allison's return, and the 
disclosure of Lily's secret schemes, the child 
was sent, under care of trusty Donald with 
letters from his master, to remain for some time 
hundreds of miles from her beloved brother ; 
while the latter exchanged his cabin-home and 
unsettled habits for service at Dr. Grejr's as 
errand-boy and assistant - groom. In these 
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capacities he soon displayed a quickness, and 
willingness to oblige, which made him a welcome 
addition to the establishment. 

" Papa ! ever so many letters this morning," 
said Wilfie, about a week later ; " Wilfie want 
one, two, free, five tisses for all papa's letters." 

"Won't two do, little postman?" asked Dr. 
Grey, holding out his hand for the budget. But 
Master Wilfred believed in prepayment. 

"No, no, papa — ^Wilfie tount adain : one, two, 
free, four, six ; six tisses, papa." 

"Why, you've missed ^2/^, Wilf; try again." 

" One, two, free, five, four, ten." 

" Come, you're getting worse and worse ; bring 
them here, and let me pay you ;" and in a minute 
more the child's rosy cheek was pressed against 
his father's, and a dozen or two kisses exchanged 
before the little postman was satisfied. 

It was a scene daily repeated, but never 
wearying, either to the proud parents, or to 
delighted and affectionate Wilfie. 

As breakfast proceeded, one letter after another 
was read and thrown aside; and then the Doctor, 
pushing them from him, looked across the table 
at his wife with an amused expression, and said : 
" Well, Mary, what do you say to being left to 
yourself a week or two ? The four ends of the 
earth seem to have conspired to leave you alone 
in your glory. Here's a note from Mr. Leslie ; 
by-the-bye, there's an enclosure for you, Walter ; 
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I overlooked it till now — read for yourself. Your 
stay with us is likely to be shortened ; but, as we 
shall have the unexpected pleasure of your 
father's company first, I suppose we must take it 
quietly," 

" Oh, uncle ! " asked Lily, " has Walter to go ? 
I am so sorry ! " 

" So am I," exclaimed Allison. 

" And I too," was the general echo, even little 
Wilfi'ed putting in his less grammatical "Me too." 

" Wait a minute, children ; if you overwhelm 
Walter in this way, he cannot read his letter ; 
and I have some news ior you^ too," 

" Papa will be here this evening," said Walter, 
his eyes dancing with pleasure ; " he came over 
— at least, reached England — yesterday, and 
went to Dr. Smith's; and then, when he told 
him I was here, he remembered all about you, 
sir, and is coming straight down as soon as 
possible." 

" Yes ; but he tells me he shall have to leave 
for Scotland to-morrow, again, and will want you 
with him." 

" Oh, but we shall have no'fun if Walter goes," 
murmured Arthur, swinging his feet disconso- 
lately backwards and forwards. 

" Wait a bit, my boy, and listen: This letter is 
from Uncle Howard. After mentioning some 
business, about which I shall be obliged to go up 
to London, he says 2 * Bring your boys (as many 
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of them as Mary can spare) at once, and my 
friend Miss Lilian, if she can be induced to come. 
Ill chaperone them while you attend to your 
business.' So, now, who must go, mamma? 
But wait, again, here's another from Uncle 
Douglas : * The country is looking splendid this 
glorious summer-time. Our Highland breezes 
would do your children a world of good, and their 
aunt is getting anxious to see them again. 
The girls, too, would be delighted, so think 
about it. I shall be with you, all being well, to- 
morrow evening, and remain a night ; then you 
may deliver your family to my care for the rest 
of the holidays. We shall be especially glad to 
have Arthur's little girl with us for a few weeks, 
and she will like to see her father's old home.' 
Now, children, what do you say, and how will 
you divide ?" 

"I think we must scarcely leave it to their 
discretion, my dear," said Mrs. Grey ; " Jhey 
would probably decide to go all together to one 
nlace or other, and five are rather too many to 
oend to either. We will let Lily choose, however ; 
which shall it be for you, dear ? " 

" I should like to see papa's home very much, 
Aunt Mary, and I have been to Aunt Howard's 
once." 

" Very well, love, and Allon has been in Lon- 
don not long since, so he shall go with you into 
Scotland." 
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* " Ernest has never seen London, and would 
enjoy it now, I think," said Dr. Grey ; " and 
Artie had better go with him. We must not 
send him oflFwith Lilian again," he added, gently 
pulling one of her curls, "lest these come to grief." 

" Where is Frank to go ? " asked Ernest, sud- 
denly ; " we've forgotten him." 

" Oh, I'll stop at home, and take care of Wilf 
and mamma.'' 

"No, no; Wilfie tate tare of mamma; Frant 
doe to Stotland." 

" Very well, my little king; you shall take care 
of mamma, and Frank shall go to Scotland ; so 
you are all decided for." 

" Yes ; but there is something more to be done. 
Now you have fulfilled your part, I must see to 
mine, and prepare for our visitors to-night, and 
our travellers to-morrow," said Mrs. Grey, rising 
from the table; and soon all the group were 
scattered, without one audible word of thanks to 
Him who provided so amply for all their wants, 
and granted them a large share of the luxuries 
of life. 

The expected visitors did not arrive till quite 
late, and only Walter was allowed to sit up for 
them ; so Lilian scarcely saw her uncle Douglas 
before the time for their early departure the next 
morning. She was much pleased, however, as 
she had been previously on his very short visits, 
with his kind dignified manner, which, however, 
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was Sterner and more reserved than that of his 
brother Frederic. The latter had in early youth 
left the old homestead, to study for the profession 
he had chosen ; while Douglas, being the eldest 
son, had remained among the quiet scenes and 
serious influences of his childhood and young ' 
manhood, till the death of his parents left him 
possessor of the family estate, with no desire to 
rove from it, and no higher worldly ambition 
than to have the best-cultivated land, and the most 
thriving and comfortable tenantry in the county. 

**Tum bat soon, Tousin Lily, to Wilfie and 
Wilfie's mamma," were Wilfred's last words of 
good-bye, as nurse lifted him up to the carriage- 
window for " one more tiss." 

" Good-bye, darling ! " and amid hand-kissing 
and handkerchief- waving, the party for the North 
were driven away to the station. 

Heatherbraes was an old rambling mansion in 
the midst of some of the most beautiful scenery 
in the Highlands, the garden sloping down to 
the shores of a calm clear loch. The house had 
originally been a small one, but had been en- 
larged as occasion required, till it had become 
a many-roomed, curiously-arranged dwelling, 
affording, however, ample scope for the inward 
adornments prompted by the good taste of the 
owner. Thus a more complete abode, combining 
comfort with elegance, could scarcely be found 

north of the Tweed. 

O 
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In a cosy room on the south side of the House, 
one very bright morning in July, two little girls 
were sitting with their books before them, both 
professedly studying — one of them, however, 
doing in reality very little. 

A middle-aged lady in stiff grey attire was 
seated at a small table near the window, which 
was wide open, and so letting in the sweet scent 
of honeysuckle and roses, and the merry song of 
the rejoicing birds. 

"Agnes, I am waiting for your lesson ; bring 
it at once." 

" Yes, Miss Curtis, in a minute ; I nearly know 
it. Elsinore — ^Elsinore ! I can't think of that 
name." 

" My dear, I want your geography." 

" Yes, Miss Curtis ; " and Agnes rose slowly, 
and approached the governess, repeating, hall 
aloud : 

" All vessels — ^all vessels passing — all vessels 
passing pay toll to the King of Denmark — ^yes, 
that's it, Elsinore. Now, Miss Curtis, please." 

" Commence, my dear — ^but, first, uncross your 
feet ; now, then." 

But the lesson, imperfectly learned, was soon 
returned, to the evident dissatisfaction of the 
pupil, who, however, said nothing, but resumed 
her seat. 

" Now, Elsie, your history?" 

The elder sister rose at once, offered the book, 
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and recited the lesson in a clear correct voice 
and manner, once or twice asking questions, 
which showed an intelligent interest in the 
subject. 

" Miss Curtis, what is a falconer ? " interrupted 
Agnes, looking up from her atlas. 

" A keeper of falcons or hawks, my dear." 

" Well, that was not much honour, was it ? '* 

" It was considered an honourable position in 
those days, and the fact of the king advancing 
the pretender to his throne to that office, 
shows " 

" / don't see much honour in it — do you, Elsie ? 
Why, he was only a hawker, after all." 

Miss Curtis was obliged to smile, and Elsie 
laughed as she took her book, and returned to 
put away her things. 

" Now, Agnes, come ; there is your music yet, 
and, you know, your cousin will be here before 
long. You would like to have finished when she 
gets here." 

Thus urged. Agues once more took up the 
much-disliked lesson, and, with a little prompt- 
ing, managed to stumble through a good part 
of it. But Miss Curtis was no believer in 
prompting, and observed, in a short decisive 
tone : 

" I have helped you too much, already ; if you 
fail again, you must write the lesson out, and 
repeat it perfectly after your music-lesson." 
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"Oh, dear, I can't remember that place — I 
knew I should forget it, Miss Curtis. I did know 
it, I am sure I did." 

" Say it then, my dear." 

" All vessels that go past pay some money to 
the King of Denmark." 

" I did not hear the name of the place, my 
dear," observed Miss Curtis, gravely. 

At this moment a grey parrot, which was sus- 
pended from the ceiling, called out hastily, as 
Eleanor passed under its cage : 

" What's your name ? — what's your name ? " 

"Elsie — Elsie, pretty Polly," answered its 
little mistress. 

" Oh, Miss Curtis ! Elsinorey isn't it ? And that's 
all. Good-bye, you old tiresome Geography !" 
and the book went flying out on to the lawn, 
followed by Agnes, who danced round the lawn, 
plucked a lovely half-blown rose, and danced 
back into the room, her brown hair disordered, 
and her rosy cheeks brighter than before. 

** You are too wild, my dear — much too boyish 
for a young lady." 

" I'm not a young lady, yet. Miss Curtis, and 
1 do wish I was a boy ; it must be nice to play 
cricket, and climb trftes, and row a boat, 
and " 

" Oh, my dear, do stop, and go and straighten 
your hair, and wash your hands; they must be 
soiled with the bushes." 
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" No, indeed, I only gathered this beauty of a 
rose for you ; now, isn't it a darling ? Miss 
Curtis, just look ; " and she knelt down beside the 
lady, and held up the rose in her hand. 

" It is very lovely, my dear, but " 

"But — it would look so nice in your hair. Miss 
Curtis — just let me try ; " and the lively child was 
at the back of the chair, the flower in one hand, 
while the other hastily abstracted a hairpin from 
the smooth coil, disregarding the startled excla- 
mation, " No, indeed, my dear," which answered 
her appeal. 

"Just be still half a minute— do, please, till I 
fasten it." 

" My dear ! " 

"Miss Curtis." 

" My dear Agnes, I cannot " 

" My dear Miss Curtis, you catty and you shall; 
you look so nice— doesn't she, Nelsie ? Just come 
and look in the glass ; " and she pulled the staid 
grave governess by the hand to the front of the 
mantelpiece, herself mounting a footstool to 
observe the effect. 

But Miss Curtis had little sympathy with 
youthful gaiety. Removing the rose, and 
smoothing the hair with more than needful 
precision, she said, coldly : 

"You really must not indulge yourself in 
these unladylike habits, my dear. I wish you 
were more like your sister. Now, your music." 
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Oh, Miss Curtis, mayn't I just put the rose 
in water first ? It would be a pity for it to die ; " 
and, tenderly taking up the discarded flower, she 
placed it in a wineglass of other flowers on the 
stand, and then took her seat at the piano, and 
opened her piece. 

"Well, my dear, in what key is this ?" 
What key. Miss Curtis ?'* 
My dear, do not repeat my words ; I explain 
to you daily that it is necessary to observe the 
key before commencing to play. How many 
sharps are there ? 

« Two— F and C; 

" Then what is the key-note if there are two 
sharps ? " 

" C — no, I forgot ; C has no sharps. Oh, Miss 
Curtis, what's the use of troubling about the 
key ? I can remember two sharps." 

" Think what key it is, and tell me, 
Ag^es." 

<* Oh, dear, let me see — C, D : is it D, Miss 
Curtis ? " 

"Yes, my dear; now proceed. No — count 
before you commence — one, two, three, four. 
Why do you have to count four, my dear ? " 

" Because there are four black notes ; isn't it, 
Miss Curtis ? " 

" * Black notes ! ' my dear ; what name do we 
gfive those notes ? " 

"Quavers," replied Agnes, absently, looking 
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out of the window ; and then, in a much livelier 
tone : 

" Miss Curtis, what do you think Lilian will 
be like ? " 

" I should be more pleased to have you care 
what quavers are like, just now," said Miss 
Curtis, looking rather displeased. "If you will 
observe these four notes, you will see that they 
have simply a round head with a stem, and we 
call them 'crotchets' ; while quavers have around 
head, a stem, and also — see, here is one, my dear 
— a small mark below the stem." 

"Yes, Miss Curtis," said Agnes, listlessly, and 
then, rousing herself: " I see now — a crotchet 
has a flower and a stem, and a quaver has both 
a flower and a leaf, and a stem as well, like my 
poor rose. Miss Curtis ; I won't forget again." 

" Well, now, my dear, commence. One, two, 
— count aloud ; that is right ; one, two, three, — 
stop — a little more firmly. Yes, that is better. 
No, no, keep time! you are forgetting to 
observe the rests ; take up your hand the 
moment that I say three. You are playing C 
natural ; do be more care£ul ! " 

And so the lesson continued for a long half- 
hour, until both governess and pupil were quite 
wearied. 

At last the piano was closed, the music put 
away, and Miss Curtis left the room ; while 
Ag^es, in delight that that tiresome music was 
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done with, whirled round the room, snatching 
away Eleanor's book as she passed, saying : 

** Good, industrious little wisesicre ! you shan't 
read another word to-day, not one. Come and 
get dressed, and go with me to meet them ; they 
can't be long now. Come on, yn\l you ? — ^there's 
a dear darling Nelsie." 

"Well, I suppose I must, Aggie, nolens 
volens'* 

" Oh, don't begin to talk Latin, or you will 
have me wild. I am half wild already, I believe 
— do be quick ; " and the active child put her arm 
round her sister's waist, and drew her rapidly 
across the room. 

Thanks to Agnes's determination, the two 
girls were just in time to meet their papa 
and cousins at the gate. Agnes felt at home at 
once with Frank ; and Elsie^ joining her papa and 
Lilian, walked quietly with them to the house, 
mentally scrutinising her cousin, meanwhile, with 
an admiration not entirely free from envy ; for 
was not Lilian's hair the exact shade she had 
always longed for, and her long white feathei 
just like the one she had tried to persuade hei 
mamma to buy for her this very summer ? 

This shade of dissatisfied feeling, however, did 
not prevent Eleanor making herself very pleasant 
to Lilian, for she was of a gentle disposition, only 
verging too closely upon indolence. In matters 
requiring physical e&eition, she was apt to throw 
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the burden upon her younger and more vigorous 
sister ; while in intellectual pursuits she evinced 
a cleverness and superiority to most gfirls of the 
same age,. which tended to foster in her a high 
opinion of her own mental abilities. 

Lilian, however, was far too unsophisticated to 
discover this failing in her new friend, and had 
too humble an estimate of her own acquirements 
to attempt any rivalry with her cousin. So in a 
short time they became constant companions, 
their quieter tastes leading them to pursue very 
diflferent amusements from those chosen by Frank 
and Agnes. 

Lessons were, for a time, dispensed with, much 
to the delight of Agnes, while Miss Curtis sighed 
at the prospect of increased labour after a few 
weeks of liberty, but, in her heart, was not 
sorry to be relieved for a short period from the 
supervision of her wilful though warm-hearted 
pupil. 

It was Agnes, however, who ran upstairs and 
downstairs for whatever was wanted by the 
departing governess ; it was she who helped to 
arrange her parcels inthe carriage, and smoothed 
down her travelling-dress, so that the door 
might not catch it when shut. 

Lily and Eleanor had joined in making up an 
elegant bouquet, which was received most gra- 
ciously, and carefully wrapped in a handkerchief 
— << Because, you know, my dears, there are so 
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many insects among flowers, and they might get 
among my parcels." 

"Oh, but, Miss Curtis, Aggie shook them 
everyone to see if there were any, and I don't 
think there is one left." 

" Thank you, my dears ; and Agues " (putting 
her head through the carriage-window), "don't 

forget to practise, my dear, and " But she 

was out of hearing, and could only see the waving 
of Aggie's hat, so sank back in the carriage, with 
the reflection that it was no use troubling till 
her return. 

"There, she's off^" remarked Frank, gaily; 
" now you won't be bothered all the time about 
how you sit, and how you stand, and how you 
look ! You ought to sing for joy, Aggie ! " 

But Agues was standing still, watching the 
distant carriage with an unusually serious face. 

"Don't talk like that, Frank," she said, at 
length ; " I feel rather sorry, now she is gone." 

"Sorry! Why, I thought you were always 
grumbling at her, and wishing she would let you 
alone ; how is it you've changed your mind so 
suddenly ? " 

" I don't know that I have ; I don't quite wish 
she was back again, but I'm sorry I've gfiven her 
so much trouble, sometimes." 

"Oh, well, never mind fretting about that; 
you'll have forgotten all about it by the time she 
comes back." 
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"And be as much trouble as ever," added 
Eleanor. 

"Perhaps not," said Lily, gently, seeing 
Aggie's face flush angrily. " Come, let us have 
a game at croquet." 

" All right ; " and quite herself again, Agnes 
ran with them to the lawn, where they played 
till Elsie and Lily were tired, and strolled into an 
arbour, to rest and talk. 

Frank and Agones, however, continued the 
game by themselves. At last a vigorous croqufet 
by the former sent Aggie's ball bounding away 
off the lawn, and along the walk, followed by its 
owner, calling out, laughingly : 

" No, Frank, that's too bad ; it will take all 
the afternoon to get it into position again." 

" Oh, well, I'll come and get it into position 
for you;" and Frank ran along to where the ball 
was still rolling, and with another strong stroke 
in the wrong direction, sent it spinning down 
the bank, crashing through the branches, and 
falling with a loud splash into the lake below. 

Both children stood still, a little startled at the 
event ; then Frank, pushing aside the brambles 
and bushes, swung himself down by the most 
direct path, heedless of scratches, and followed 
by his equally heedless cousin. 

"It went in somewhere about here," said 
Frank, casting a keen glance upon the sunny 
water. 
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" Papa will be so angry," half sobbed 
Agues; "he only bought us this new set this 
summer." 

" Well, don't go and be a girl, and cry about 
it." 
Agnes laughed. 

'* I am a g^rl, so I can't help that, and I'm 
not going to cry. Oh, see, Frank — there it is ! " 
and she pointed to a small round thing moving 
about on the little ripples; "it's not far off, 
could you reach it with a stick ? " 

" I can try ; " and Frank produced a strong 
pocket-knife, and cut down a long switch, with 
which he tried, but vainly, to reach the ball. 
Once he touched it, but the touch only served 
to give it an outward impetus, and the two soon 
saw the effort was useless. 

" If we only had a boat," suggested Frank. 

" We have, round that comer; but ** 

" But — ^nothing ; come, let's get it ; I can row 
famously, come ! " 

" No, Frank, we cannot ; papa will not allow 
us g^rls to go without him." 

"Well but I'm with you now; that's quite 
different from you g^rls going alone." 

" But I'm sure papa would not let us," urged 
Agnes, remonstratingly ; for Frank had taken her 
hand, and was hurrying towards the point she 
had indicated — reaching the boathouse, however, 
only to find it locked. 
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*' How provoking ! " ejaculated Frank, while 
Agnes felt a sense of relief. 

"Stop a minute, though — ^here's something 
will do just as well," and leaning over the little 
wharf, so far that Agnes feared he would over- 
balance himself, he drew from the other side two 
planks lashed together, which had been left by 
some workmen after repairing the boathouse. 

" Oh, Frank, don't ; youll be drowned ; the 
water is quite deep at the end of the pier," called 
Agnes uneasily, as Frank dropped down upon the 
tiny raft, only holding by the wooden uprights, 
supporting the little landing-stage. 

" Nonsense ! You're getting quite silly, Agnes j 
just find a long stick, will you i and you stick to 
one end, and give me the other, and run along 
like the horses do with the canal-boats, and 
you'll see I'm a first-rate sailor." 

Agnes ran off for the stick, and soon returned 
with a long and tough one. Frank took hold of 
one end, and cautiously pushing off from the pier, 
moved slowly along on the buoyant water, lean- 
ing first to one side, and then to the other, to 
preserve his balance, till they reached the spot 
where they had seen the croqu6t-ball. 

** It's gone," said Agnes, dolefully. 

" Not it," answered Frank. " It's there— just 
there, see ; only a yard or two farther off." 

" Well, we cannot get it." 

" Yes, we can, I've got an idea; iust leave hold 
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of the stick, and I'll show you ; I can go after it 
quite well," and, pushing the stick in the 
water, he paddled himself by it for some little 
distance." 

" Now you see, Aggie, I can work it quite 
well ; only I cannot both paddle and pick up the 
ball at the same time." 

"Well, what can you do, then?" asked 
Agnes. 

•" Why — don't you see, Aggie ? — ^you'll have to 
come with me ; and then " 

" No, thank you, I'm not coming ; besides, 
there isn't room for two on that plank." 

" Stuff! — there's plenty. You find room for 
more than two on the seesaw, and that's only 
one plank, and this is two ; it's quite a different 
thing." 

" Well, but that's on water, and the seesaw is 
on land." 

" I call it in the air, and water's firmer than 
air any time,'' said Frank, propelling his raft 
towards the shore. "Now, come; are you 
ready ? " 

" But, Frank, we don't get wet on the see- 
saw, and we should if we fell off that plank." 

" Who's going to fall off ? Besides, it isn't a 
plank, its planks y I telly ou. However, if you won't 
come, say so, and I'll go myself; and then, if I 
fall in, it will be your doing." 

Oh no, don't go yourself— I'll go ;" and Agnes 



It 
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placed one foot on the end nearest her, thereby 
causing the water to rush over and fill her 
shoe. 

" Steady there — we're shipping a sea ! Now 
give me your hand — that's it ; come nearer, and 
move a bit to keep your balance ; now then, off 
we go," and a vigorous push set them well afloat, 
and another or two brought them in line with 
the ball. 

" There it is ; now, Aggie, just pick it up ; look 
sharp, while I keep her steady." 

Agnes gfrasped Frank's jacket, and stooped 
carefully till her frock dipped in the water ; then, 
stretching as far as possible, just managed to 
touch the ball with the tip of her finger, and send 
it a little farther away. 

" Have you got it ? Oh, you've sent it farther. 
Here, never mind, we'll soon follow it. There 
now, try again ; stick to me. Now, then, have 
you got it this time ? " 

Yes, she had got it ; but her weight, thrown to 
one side, was too much for the unballasted craft, 
and before her " Yes, I have it," was finished, 
she and Frank were precipitated into the water, 
splashing about and rubbing their eyes as they 
emerged above the surface, and found themselves 
upon their feet — ^the water being, fortunately, too 
shallow at this spot to cover them. 

" Well, we've got the ball, anyhow," observed 
Frank, in a consolatory tone, as he shook himself 
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on the bank; "and we're not drowned, either 
Aggfie, though I thought we were." 

" And I thought we were going to be when we 
went in. Oh dear ! oh dear ! what must we do ? '' 

" Why, run in as fast as we can, and change 
our things; come, don't stand there— run. Papa 
says no one takes any harm from a wetting, if 
they keep on moving till they get dry things." 

"I'm glad Miss Curtis is gone," observed 
Agnes, as they ran along ; " but mamma will be 
vexed." 

" I don't think she will ; I'll tell her it was my 
fault all through." 

" No ; because I ought not to have gone." 

" Well, we should not have thought of going 
if I had not sent the ball in." 

" No. Oh, Frank, I'm dripping wet ! " 

" Well, aren't you likely to be ? So am I." 

" But how can we get upstairs ? " 

"We must take a good run and get up 
quick, so the water won't have time to drop off 



us." 



Accordingly, they ran full-speed through the 
hall, scampered up the staircase, and darted 
into their own rooms, whence they soon issued in 
dry apparel. Having deposited their dripping 
garments in the large bath, they rejoined their 
companions on the lawn, just as Mr. Grey and 
Allison, who had been out together, rode up to 
them in time to hear Eleanor exclaim : " Why 
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have you changed your frock, Aggie?" and 
Frank's answer, " Don't be inquisitive." 

"What is all that about?" said Mr. Grey, 
lifting Agties up iu front of him ; but Frank pre- 
vented her answer by exclaiming : 

" Don't be angry with Aggie, Uncle Douglas ; 
it was all my fault I made her come with me 
on a raft, and it went over, and we went in." 

" In what ? Not in the lake, surely ! " 

" Yes, uncle ; but we aren't any worse, only we 
got wet, and had to change our things." 

Mr. Grey looked very g^ave, and spoke 
seriously to them about the danger they had 
incurred, adding : 

" No doubt the alarm will be a good lesson 
to you, but you must both promise me not to 
attempt such a thing again. Now,, love," he 
added, seeing his little daughter's downcast 
look, " run in and tell mamma all about it, and 
say I should like to have tea in the arbour this 
afternoon." 

Reassured by her papa's kind tone, Agnes ran 
off, accompanied by Frank, who wished to make 
known his share in the misfortune, and prevent 
his cousin being unduly blamed. 

But Aunt Kate was not in the habit of scold- 
ing, and was far more concerned than angry 
upon hearing of the adventure. 

After explaining about the wet garments to the 

servants who had found them, and were wondering 

P 
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what they meant, Mrs. Grey joined the others on 
the lawn, where tea was soon served, and pro- 
ceeded merrily ; the want of elbow-room in the 
arbour making it, as Agnes and the boys 
declared, ** all the more fun." 

Often during the happy weeks that followed 
was the outdoor tea repeated, and the little 
group drew together on the grass. 

While the girls and Mrs. Grey busied them- 
selves with their needlework, the boys found 
employment in sketching and carving, and Uncle 
Douglas read aloud to them all, from some inter- 
esting volume. 

On one of these occasions the book chosen was 
Sir Walter Scott's " Lady of the Lake," which 
Mr. Grey read, stopping frequently to see 
that he was understood by all, or to recall his 
own impression of some of the lovely scenery 
described by the poet. All the listeners were 
interested, but none so absorbed as Lilian : to 
her sensitive ear and thoughtful mind, the 
rhythm and sentiment had all the charm of 
sweet music, and new thoughts and pleasures 
seemed to rise within her, as the measured 
strains succeeded each other. When her uncle 
stopped, after reading the description of the first 
view of Loch Katrine, she looked up, saying, 
half under her breath : 

" Isn't it beau4:ifiil, AUon ? " 

"Yes," answered Allon, glancing from his 
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sketch. — " Uncle, will you please read the last 
few lines again — those about the sunset ? " 

" Ah, my boy, they have taken your fancy as 
they did mine, when I first read them ; " and 
turning back, he read again a few lines of the 
eleventh stanza : — 



** * The western waves of ebbing day, 
Rolled o'er the glen their level way ; 
Each purple peak, each flinty spire. 
Was bathed in floods of livmg fire.' " 

" That is a beautiful description of the sunset, 
but there is more in the fourteenth stanza, and, I 
think, even more rich and pleasing :— 

" * One burnished sheet of living gold ; 
Loch Katrine lay beneath him rolled. 
In all her length, far winding lay. 
With promontory, creek, and bay, 
And islands that, empurpled bright. 
Floated amid the livelier light, 
And mountains that like giants stand 
To sentinel enchanted land.' " 

"Is it as beautiful as Sir Walter makes it, 
papa ? " asked Elsie, presently, as no one spoke 
after he concluded. 

" Quite, dear," he answered. " It is impossible 
for words to convey the glories of nature to our 
imagination ; such scenes must be visited to be 
realised in all their beauty. Yet we ought to be 
very grateful to those who give us so true a pic- 
ture of God's choicest works, and should not 
fail to let these descriptions of earth's beauties 
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remind us of the higher glories of the heavenly 
world." 

" Our own lake is very nice, though," observed 
Agnes, somewhat abruptly; "I don't think 
there are many nicer places than this/* 

" You have not seen many places yet, little 
maiden," answered her mamma. " How would 
you like papa to take you all to see this wonder- 
ful L6ch Katrine ? " 

" O papa ! will you ? " and Agnes was at his 
side in a moment. " It will be so nice while 
Allison and Lily and Frank are here ; do, 
papa ! " 

" I cannot do much, my Agues, while you 
hold me so fast down here on the grass ; I am 
your prisoner now, and must accede to your 
terms, I suppose, if they are not too heavy. Now 
tell me what I am to do." 

" And will you really do it, papa ? " 

" Tell me what it is first, Aggie." 

"Well, papa; it is to take me and all of 
us " 

" Into the house, because the dew will be fell- 
ing ? " interrupted Mr. Grey. 

" No, papa ; to take us to the lake '* 

" And put you on a raft with Cousin Frank — 
is that it ? " 

"O dear, papa! — ^Mamma, you might help me 
to make papa understand, and promise. Will you 
please promise, papa, to take me and ? " 
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" Is it polite and proper to put ' me ' first, 
Aggie ? " asked Mrs. Grey, smiling. 

" O no ; I forgot. Well, papa, now I will ask 
properly. Will Mr. Grey have the kindness to 
take Mrs. Grrey, and Miss Grey, and Miss Lilian, 
and Masters Allison and Frank, and me to Loch 
Katrine ? " 

" Well, well," laughed Mr. Grey, raising him- 
self, as Agnes, in her anxiety to compose her 
speech properly, loosened her hold upon him. 
" Now that I have had such a formal application, 
I think I must reply that Mr. Grey will have 
much pleasure in taking the parties named* (not 
forgetting * me,' though last and least) to Loch 
Katrine and the Trossachs." 

A general confusion followed. There were 
thanks, and rejoicings, and consultations as to the 
time of setting out, and of the length of stay, all 
lasting till Mr. Grey rose and said : " Come in 
now, children; it is Saturday night, and 
we must not forget our preparations for to- 
morrow, in our plans for the pleasures of the 
week.'* 

" Just look at the lake now, Lilian," observed 
Allison, as he took her hand. " Isn't it * one 
burnished sheet of living gold ' now ? " 

" Yes. Oh, it is splendid ! Allon, doesn't it 
make you think of the golden street, and the sea 
of glass ? " 

" It did not before, but it does now you name 
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it. How is it you are always seeing things to 
remind you of heaven, Lily ? " 

" I don't know, I suppose with thinking about 
mamma and papa being there. You have no 
one there that you love very much — have you, 
AUie ? " 

" No, only baby, and I don't remember her at 
all." 

" Ah, that makes all the difference ! I have 
papa and mamma* there, and I can't help think- 
ing about where they are." 

"Did you never wish you were there too, 
Lily?" 

" Yes," she said, slowly ; " I always used to 
wish that till I came to you, and for a long time 
after ; but, if I ought to be there, I should have 
gone — don't you think so, AUon ? " 

" Yes ; but we could not do without you, Lily, 
so God sent you to our house to do us all good ; 
you don't ever wish to go to your mamma now, 
do you ? " 

" I sometimes feel I should like it best, but 
then I think of all of you. .Besides, I do want to 
do some good, and perhaps I shall, if I live 
long enough." 

" You must live until you are quite grown old, 
Lily ; we cannot spare you, and you'll see you'll 
do a great deal of good yet. Why, if it's only 
teaching me to do right, you'll do a good thing 
— and Wilfie, and all of us." 
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" Be quick ! be quick ! " shouted Agnes, from 
the drawing-room window. " Mamma's got 
some news, and she wont tell us what it is till 
you come." 

AUon and Lily hastened forward to hear, 
with great delight, that a little girl was added to 
the Fern Glen family — " a dear baby girl," the 
letter said, to be called Rose, after Lilian's 
mamma. The boys and Lilian would have been 
ready to return at once to welcome the "little 
stranger," but the same letter brought permission 
for their stay to be extended, to allow of a 
leisurely tour through the Highlands and 
Western Isles of Scotland. So they were 
obliged to content themselves with the pleasures 
of anticipation, until their return to Cumberland, 
in the course of a month or six weeks. 

The Sunday which followed, like all Sundays 
at Heatherbraes, was a very happy one ; to Lily it 
brought with it a new experience. Each Sunday 
morning she had accompanied her uncle and 
cousins to the Sunday-school, but had hitherto 
gone with Agnes into the Bible-class, for which 
they had, during the week, prepared the lesson 
given them by the curate, who had the care of 
it. This morning, however, the teacher's place 
in a class of little ones being vacant, Mr, Grey 
asked his niece if she would try to teach ; and, 
with much trembling, Lily consented, and soon 
found herself seated at the end of two forms, on 
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which sat five little girls. One of them put a 
book into her hand, saying, " Teacher, it's there;" 
and immediately commenced to read, in a mono- 
tonous voice, the story of Our Saviour's trial and 
death. 

The careless tone was readily detected by 
Lilian's quick ear, but timidity prevented her 
making any remark, until the other four had read 
in the same unvaried, and uninterested manner ; 
then she herself read the next verse in a distinct 
voice, and, before the first reader was prepared 
to follow, asked if they understood what they 
had been reading. 

" Yes, teacher," was the ready answer ; and a 
few questions showed them to be well acquainted 
with the facts of the narrative. But when Lily 
began to speak of the love Christ has shown to 
all — to them as well as to the rest of the world — 
there was no smile of glad response, no echo to 
the words of thankfulness which came freely 
firom Lilian's loving hearty for she had forgotten 
her timidity in her earnestness to explain to her 
little hearers their Saviour's love. 

But the irresistible charm which always lies 
in words spoken from the heart, soon enchained 
their attention, and gradually they gathered 
closer, and bent forward, with eyes fixed upon 
the young face, so serious, yet so sweet in 
its seriousness ; and their tender minds gained 
that day an impulse heavenward, the effect of 
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which would not soon be lost, and perhaps might 
influence the whole of their future lives. 
Certainly, the good seed sown in faith and 
earnestness, sooner or later, will bring forth fruib 
and gladden the sower throughout eternity. 

Morning service, afternoon school, and the 
evening service pleasantly occupied the day; 
and Lilian went to rest with the wish that Fern 
Glen Sundays could be spent in the same happy 
way, and with a fresh determination to do her 
best to bring it about. 

Meanwhile, all wsis very quiet at Fern Glen ; 
only Wilfie and the baby, out of all the large 
family, were at home. Wilfie was delighted with 
his baby-sister, and spent much of his time on 
his little footstool by the cradle-side, peeping in 
to see if the little blue eyes were open or shut, 
and stealing softly to nurse to whisper, " Baby 
done to sleep," or, " Little sister's eyes open, 
nurse ; must Wilfie rot her to sleep adain ? " 
Then he would gently rock the little one, and 
sing his sweet hymns in his clear childish 
voice, softened to an undertone, which generally 
soothed baby away into dreamland again. But 
to nurse, this quiet content, instead of his usual 
merry games, was not satisfactory. 

" It's not natural for the child to sit so stiU 
and quiet," she observed, one day, to Mrs. Grey, 
who had been remarking his loving watch over 
the new treasure. "It's all very nice and 
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pretty to see it, but it's not natural, and I'd 
rather see him running about. I shall be glad 
when they're all back again. Dearie me, what 
a dull place the house is without the bairns ! I 
long to see them back." 

" So do I, nurse ; but they are enjoying them- 
selves, and it is as well for them to be with 
their uncles these holidays ; they will not want 
to be much away when they have once seen 
our little Rose ; " and, kissing the baby-face, 
Mrs. Grey took Wilfred by the hand, and left 
the room. 

"Fred, nurse does not think Wilfie is so 
well," she observed, as, after a while. Dr. Grey 
entered the drawing-room ; " have you noticed 
him not being so lively as usual ? " 

" No, dear ; I think it's one of nurse's fancies; 
he is likely to be quieter while the boys are 
away — aren't you, little king ? " And he lifted 
him up on his knee, where he nestled closely, 
and whispered : 

"When will Tousin Lily tome home, papa ? " 

" Oh, some day soon ; do you want to see her, 
my pet ? " 

"Yes, papa;" and Wilfred rested his head 
again against the doctor's breast, with a weary 
action he did not fail to notice, and which caused 
him to think that, after all, nurse might be 
right. 

Don't you feel as if you would like a game 
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at ball, Wilfie ? Gome, and I will play with you ; 
would you like that ? " 

"To-morrow," the child answered, with a 
smile ; " Wilfie's tired to-nig"ht, papa." 

Dr. Grey felt uneasy, and took the dimpled 

hand in his ; the pulse was slow and weak. 

Could it be that his darling had been losing 

strength, and he not have noticed it ? True, he 

had been very much occupied lately, having had 

several journeys to London, as well as being 

engrossed with the new comer — little Rose. 

Nurse had spoken of her fears before, but Wilfred 

had always been so lively while with his papa, 

that he had attributed his quietness to the want 

of company, and taken no further care in the 
matter. 

" Would you like to go to bed, Wilfie ? " asked 
his mamma from the sofa, where she was 
resting. 

"No, mamma ; I would lite to sit on papa's 
knee, and you to sing." 

"What must I sing, darling?" asked Mrs. 
Grey. 

"Lily's hymns about the lambs, and Jesus, 
and Happy Land, please, mamma, and I will 
sing too." 

And so he did for a little while, but soon 
stopped, saying, " Papa, sing instead of Wilfie," 
and returned to his resting position in his papa's 
arms. 
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To please him, the doctor sang what notes he 
could catch, though he could not join in the 
words he did not know. 

" Sing that adain, please ; " and Wilfie joined 
in while his mamma sang : 

" How He called litde children like lambs to His fold : 
I should like to have been with them then." 

"That is so nice, papa ! " 

Before the next verse was finished, he was fast 
asleep, with the smile playing about his lips; 
and so his papa carried him, and put him in bed 
without awaking him. 

From that evening, no more time was lost ; 
all that care and skill could do to save the 
darling of the household was done ; nor was it 
before skill and care were needed, for, day by 
day, the rounded cheeks grew fairer, and more 
oval, the bright eyes brighter, and the spirit that 
looked through them seemed to be preparing to 
take its flight to the home Wilfie had so early 
learned to love. 

A quiet stole over the house, such as is only 
known when the white-robed messenger is 
believed to hover near. Mrs. Grey bore up as 
best she could, and found now that her greatest 
help was that which came from trust in her 
Heavenly Father ; and so, through sorrow and 
fear, the work which Lilian's gentle example had 
commenced was brought to fiiUer ripeness, and 
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the sad heart found rest and peace in Lilian's 
Saviour, 

Grentle footsteps moved about the nursery. 
Mrs. Pentonville had come to take her share in 
the nursing, and Wilfred loved to watch her 
noiseless movements, and feel her soft touch, or 
receive from her the simple ^ nourishment he 
could take. But his chief wish was for Lily, and 
his wistful look one day led the doctor to ask : 

" What does Wilfie want ? " 

A bright smile, and the one word, "Lily," 
were sufficient. 

The news had been kept from the absent ones 
for a while ; but now no time was lost in des- 
patching a telegram, requesting Allison and 
Lilian to return at once, as Wilfred was not 
well. 

This telegram arrived just as the whole party 
were preparing for the ascent of Ben Nevis, an 
expedition to which they had been eagerly 
looking forward, and which had been delayed 
for two or three days by the persistency of that 
Scottish monarch of the hills in keeping on his 
misty nightcap. Now, however, the day had 
dawned bright and clear, and all was favourable 
for the excursion. The ponies stood at the gate, 
and Agnes, already mounted on a sturdy rough- 
haired mountain-steed, and holding the bridle of 
another, called for Frank to be quick, and have a 
gallop with her while the others got ready. At 
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this moment, however, Allison, Elsie, and Lily 
made their appearance, with the guide, and a 
man carrying provisions. 

" Oh, Agnes, you've got the best horse : there 
isn't another I like at all," said Eleanor, looking 
discontentedly at the remaining ones. 

Agnes jumped off in a minute. 

" Oh, Elsie, I thought you would like that 
black one best. I did, only I left it for you. I'll 
have it, and w^elcome. Here, get on mine ;" and 
she led the pony up to her sister. 

Elsie, however, had now come to the con- 
clusion that the black one was the best, and 
therefore drew him to the steps, and was soon 
seated in the saddle, without any thanks for her 
sister's offer of exchange. 

" That's too bad, Elsie, after letting Aggie get 
down," said Allison, coming forward. ** Come, 
Aggie, give me your foot ; " and, placing her 
foot in his hand, the nimbTe child was soon re- 
seated on Sandie, bending down to whisper : 

" Don't be vexed with Elsie : I don't care a 
bit." 

But Allon had been several times annoyed by 
the little selfishnesses his cousin was in the 
habit of displaying; and though he certainly 
heard her observe that she must get down again 
for her whip, he turned away, and busied him- 
self with assisting Lilian ; so that Eleanor would 
have had to dismount had not wakeftil Agnes 
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remembered that her sister's whip was lying on 
the hall-table. OflF she sprang again, and ran 
in for it, returning just at the right moment. A 
rather gracious " Thank you " was her reward, 
and the little cloud passed off. 

Just as Mr. Grey mounted, and gave the signal 
to start, a man came up, and put in his hand the 
telegram, which had been forwarded from the 
nearest telegraph station by special messenger. 

Lilian's quick eye saw something was wrong, 
but, always retiring, she would have remained 
silent. Agnes, however, had no such scruples, 
and asked quickly, " What is the matter, papa ? 
Is someone ill ? " 

. "It is from your papa, Allison," was Mr. 
Grey's quiet answer, as he passed the paper to his 
nephew. 

Allison changed colour as he read the brief 
message : " Allon and Lily come at once ; 
Wilfred is ill." 

He glanced at Lilian, wondering how she 
would bear the news, and dismounting he lifted 
her down, telling her, meanwhile, as gently as 
possible, that they were to go home — ^Wilfie 
wanted them. 

The riding-party was at once broken up, and 
preparations busily made to be in time for the 
steamer ; and in as short a time as possible, they 
had left the beautiful land of the Scots, and were 
once more" at the Brightstone Station, where 
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Donald was in waiting, having calculated on 
their arrival by this, the eariiest available train 
after the time when the telegram could reach 
them. 

" Welcome home. Miss Lily and Master Alli- 
son ! " he observed, in a grave tone, as he reached 
them; "it's a gude day for the sight o' ye, 
but it's a waesome time for the poor baimie 
yonder." 

Lily had kept up all the journey ; excitement 
and eagerness had prevented any excess of 
sorrow. Besides, they had only the three words, 
" Wilfred is ill," to trouble them, and young 
hearts ever hope for the best ; so that they had 
not expected to find matters so dark as they 
judged them to be, from Donald's aspect and 
tone. 

" Is he very poorly ? " asked Allon, in a sub- 
dued voice. " We have heard nothing, except 
that he was ill , Donald ; what is the matter ? " 
And the boy put his arm round his trembling 
cousin, and drew her closer to him in the light 
phaeton, which was rolling rapidly along the 
smooth road ; while the sun shone, and the birds 
sang, and all nature wore its brightest 
aspect, as though to cheer their drooping 
spirits. 

"I canna rightly say — the master does na 
seem to ken ; but the baimie's bound for hame, 
unless the gude God lay His mighty hand on 



OR, LILIAN'S PRAYER. 225 

him, as He did in the blessed Gospels, and says 
the same to him as He did to that ruler's bairn 
that was sae mickle dear to her father. And your 
papa, Master Allon, why, he canna leave him a 
minute ; he seems as if his verra life hangs on 
him. Eh, well, the Lord kens best ; maybe 
there's a blessing in disguise coming along in 
the trial, but the darkness is main thick, an' our 
puir faith is none too Strang." 

" But, Donald," said Lily, in a low trembling 
tone, " you don't think he is going to die ? " 

" No, no," said Allon ; " we won't believe it, 
Donald ; he is only ill ; he must get better — we 
cannot do without him." He spoke hastily, and 
with difficulty — something seemed to choke him. 

" Hush, Allie, don't say that ; Jesus knows 
best," said Lily softly, putting her other hand in 
his ; one was busy quietly wiping away the tears 
she could not restrain. 

Allison dashed the back of his hand hastily 
across his own eyes, and then, kissing Lily 
tenderly, answered : 

"You are quite right, Lily; I know all about it, 
only you know I cannot feel it." 

" Well, Master Allon, it's all right, if you can 
say that you know it's all right, and don't 
trouble about the feeling, till there's the need for 
it ; it'll come then, and the comfort too, and we'll 
hope for the best. We'll all pray for the bonnie 
laddie, and it may be he'll be spared to us yet." 

Q 
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Gradually the conversation grew more cheer- 
ful; questions about the baby were asked and 
answered, and when they drove up to the house, 
both had regained something of their former 
hopefulness. 

There was no one to meet them in the hall, 
and after looking into several of the familiar but 
now lonely rooms, they went forward upstairs, 
and there met Dr. and Mrs. Grey coming out of 
one of the bedrooms. The former kissed them 
hastily, and hurried down, shutting the library 
door after him, in a decided though quiet 
manner. Mrs. Grey leaned against her tall 
manly son, and laid her head upon his shoulder, 
stroking Lilian's soft curls in a mechanical 
dreamy manner, while the latter pressed closely 
to her side, and kissed and caressed the hand 
that hung down so listlessly. Always a slender 
white hand, it was whiter and more frail now 
than ever. Lilian, young as she was, noticed 
the alteration, and her caress was all the closer, 
for the new fear that entered her mind that her 
gentle aunt was not long to be spared to her. 
But Mrs. Grey quickly mastered her first 
emotion ; she shed no tears, and her face, white 
as marble, betrayed no signs of former ones, 
though traces of the last month's sorrow and 
watching were there, plainly enough. Her voice 
was calm as usual when she spoke, and, but for 
Lilian's quick observation of her altered appear- 
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ance, she would have been inclined to think 
things were brighter than Donald had pictured. 
As it was, she followed her aunt with an in- 
creasing feeling of awe into the quiet room 
where little Wilfred lay. Very cheerful was the 
room, and all around spoke of wealth and love ; 
the white covers gave it a fresh bright look, and 
the gentle breeze stole in, and lightly stirred the 
flaxen curls on the pillow. Wilfie's eyes were 
closed, and for a moment Lilian held her breath, 
fearing to disturb him ; but when Mrs. Penton- 
ville rose from the bedside, he opened his eyes, 
and a glad smile at once overspread his face, as 
AUon clasped one thin little hand, and Lilian 
laid her head down on the pillow beside him. 

And now, for the first time, the whole force of 
the change came upon Lilian's mind — it was no 
use trying to prevent it ; the tears ran down her 
cheeks, in spite of all her efforts, and her sobs 
would not be controlled. Wilfred softly stroked 
the long curls upon the pillow, and whispered, 
" Don't try, Tousin Lily ; " while weakness 
prevented him rising to kiss her, as he tried to 
do, once and again. 

Allison presently came round to her, and drew 
her gently away, fearing the excitement for his 
little brother, who looked flushed and troubled 
for a moment, and then said, in his still sweet 
childish voice : 

" Tate Lily to see baby, and then tome adain." 
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It was the true instinct of the loving child's 
nature, and answered its end admirably. 

Half an hour after leaving the sick-room, Lilian 
was fully occupied in the nursery, with her new 
little cousin in her arms, dividing her attention 
between Rose, and a young girl who stood by, 
ready to take charge of the little one as soon as 
nurse had completed her preparations for the 
travellers' breakfast. For in their hurried journey, 
they had not stopped to get any on the way — a 
proceeding which drew from nurse the reflection, 
that " They were no more fit to take care of 
themselves than two babies, starving in that way 
when they had a good hour to wait at one 
station on the way, and might have had some- 
thing as well as not. They should have it now, 
she would see to that. They were not come 
home to live on salt-water, and if there was one 
trouble in the house, there needn't be two more 
made out of it." 

And so the good woman bustled about, now 
and then stopping to wipe her own eyes, or to 
bestow a word upon the baby, until she had 
provided a tempting meal. Then Lily and 
Allison drew up to the table, and nurse attended 
to them herself, leaying baby in charge of the 
neat bright-eyed maiden, whom Lilian had 
joyfully recognised as her former little protegee, 
blind Flo; no longer blind, however, for the 
treatment of the London doctors had been 
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successful, with the blessing of God, to the 
complete restoration of her sight. Since her 
return, under the careful training of Mrs. 
Pentonville and her neat servants, she had 
become a very promising young girl, having 
already learnt to sew coarse work, and to read 
simple books, such as " The Peep o' Day," in 
which she took great delight, selecting oftenest 
those stories which Lily had told her on her 
first visits to the old shore-cabin. Absence from 
her first instructor in holy things had not lessened 
the loving gratitude she felt towards her; and 
now her eyes were continually being shyly raised 
to the fair face at the table, dwelling fondly on 
the form, which, although familiar from her 
brother's frequent descriptions, she had never 
seen before.. 

On the rug lay Fairy, now and then opening 
one eye, lazily, to look at its mistress, or at Flo, 
apparently uncertain to which it owed most 
attention ; but at length, having roused herself 
with a prolonged stretch and yawn, she looked 
gravely at the little stranger upon Flo's knee, 
and concluded that that position was unattain- 
able. She accordingly walked forward to Lilian, 
and, with a light spring, took her place upon her 
shoulder. From this post, however, she was 
summarily, but gently, deposed by nurse, with 
the information that the floor was quite good 
enough, and Miss Lilian wanted something better 
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than her just now. So Fairy contented herself 
with standing on two feet against Lilian's chair, 
and receiving a gentle stroking from her disen- 
gaged hand. 

Notwithstanding her grief, Lilian gradually 
grew more hopeful, and ventured, after Allison 
had left the nursery, to ask : " Nurse, do you 
think Wilfie will get better ? " She had meant to 
say, " Do you think he will die ? " but the words 
would not come, so she altered it to, " Will he 
get better ? " 

"Eh, my darling, the Lord only knows," 
answered nurse, hastily taking the baby from 
Flo, and walking about the room ; " he's too 
bonny for this world, that's all I'm afraid of; but 
it's possible, Miss Lily, it's possible, and we'll 
hope for the best." 

Lilian's heart sank again. Nurse was 
generally so hopefid, that Lily felt, if her hope 
was so slight, there was but little hope to 
have. 

But can't they do anything for him, nurse ? " 
All's being done that can be, I believe. Miss 
Lily. There's doctors been down from London, 
and your uncle's as clever as any, and he'd give 
his right hand to keep him ; and your aimt, why, 
she'd give her life for his, I do think. But what's 
all that ? If the Lord wants him, why. Hell take 
him ; " and nurse sat down again, and rocked to 
and fro, with the baby pressed closely to her, to 
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keep down the rising in her throat. ** But, dearie 
me. Miss Lily, we mustn't be giving him up in 

this way ; it's quite possible yet " But the 

sentence was unfinished, and nurse, who had 
made up her mind that no one should see her 
cast down, was wholly overcome, and had to 
throw her apron over her face to hide her emotion; 
while observant Flo took little Rose, and laid her 
gently in her snowy-white cradle. 

Lily knelt still by nurse, feeling more inclined 
to join her in crying, than to comfort her, 
except by gently stroking her hand, as she had 
done her aunt's. 

" Bless the bairn ! " at length the old nurse 
exclaimed, starting up hastily, and wiping her 
eyes. •* Me sitting and fretting here, and so 
much to be done. Go down, and see if you can 
comfort your uncle a bit, dearie ; he's sad 
enough now, I'll warrant, and no one can com- 
fort him as well as you, Miss Lily." 

" Do you think I can, nurse ? I'm afraid he 
won't like me to go; he hardly spoke to us when 
we came in." 

" Well, go and try, dear ; it'll be a good 
thing to try, even if you don't succeed; and he's 
very badly off, poor master ; and no wonder, for 
the little lamb's always been his favourite of all 
the family." 

Leaving the nursery, Lily stole on tiptoe into 
the room, where Mrs. Grey and Mrs. Pentonville 
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were sitting by Wilfred's bedside. He was 
asleep, and she stole away again as noiselessly, 
without being observed. Her heart was very 
full, as she turned aside into her own little room, 
and sat by the open window a few minutes, 
watching, as she had watched many a time 
before, the changing colours in the western sky. 
Her thoughts reverted to the evening when 
tJncle Douglas read to them of the sunset, and 
of her conversation with Allison afterward3, of 
the beautiful home where her parents were ; and 
now, would little Wilfie soon be there ? How 
strange it would be without him, dear little 
Wilfie ! — and what a long, long time it seemed 
to wait till they would be in heaven together ! 
Then came the quick question, would they ever 
all meet there ? — ^were they all on the way ? Al- 
lison was, and she believed her aunt had begun 
to love Christ; but her uncle, her good kind 
uncle, he had neither hope for the future, nor 
comfort for the present. She must go, and be what 
help she could. One more prayer for strength, 
and then she descended to the library, and, 
knocking gently, entered, and found her uncle 
sitting in his large chair, his head hidden in his 
hands upon the table. He did ndt raise it as 
Lilian approached, but asked, in a husky voice, 
« How is he ? " 

" Asleep, uncle," and Lily's gentle hand rested 
lightly on his shoulder. 
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He drew himself away very slightly, but suf- 
ficiently to be felt by the sensitive child. Her 
heart had been very full before, and this was one 
drop too much. Forgetting the mission of com- 
fort on which she had come, she sat down on a 
footstool close by, in silent but bitter sorrow. 

A few moments, and then Dr. Grey rose up 
hastily, as if to leave the room, but paused as he 
caught sight of Lilian's sorrowful, grieved ex- 
pression ; and, reseating himself, drew her 
gently on his knee, holding her there some time 
before he spoke. This was the opportunity she had 
wished for, but she could do nothing but sit still 
and keep back the tears, while her uncle silently 
held her in his arms. Soon he whispered, still 
with the huskiness dimming his usually clear 
voice : " Have you prayed for Wilfie, Lily ? " 

" Yes, uncle." 

" Do you think Grod will hear you, child ? " he 
asked, abruptly putting her down, and walking 
up and down the room with knitted brows, and 
hands clasped tightly together behind him. 

Lilian followed him, and slipped a hand into 
his, and looking up in his face said, with a great 
effort : 

" Uncle, He will hear me, but perhaps He 
will not do just what we wish." 

" Then where is the usq of your asking ? j 
tell you, Lily, I will believe in 'prayer if God will 
spare my boy ; but if not " 
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" Oh, uncle, don't," interrupted Lily — " don't 
say you will not! God will let him live if it 
is best for him." 

" It is easy for you to talk so, Lily ; but I love 
him as you cannot do." 

He was speaking vehemently, but checked 
himself, and continued his walk in silence. 
Lilian was silent a moment also. Her own love 
for her dear little cousin was very strong ; she 
could scarcely allow even that his father loved 
him more than she. But a new thought entered 
her mind, and it might comfort her uncle ; so she 
said, very quietly, and without looking up : 

" Uncle, Christ loves Wilfie more than we do ; 
and He will do right with him, don't you think 
so ? " There was no answer, and she added, more 
cheerfully : " And I think He will make him well 
again. Uncle Fred ; don't you ? " 

A ray of hope crossed the doctor's mind, and 
though it had no ground save the cheerful voice 
of his little niece, he would not put it from him. 

" Bless you, my Lily ! " he said kindly, bending 
to kiss her, and then drawing her to his side 
again. " You are a true little sunbeam. Gro on 
praying, and I believe God will listen to you ; 
you will make me as good as yourself some of 
these days; let us get the little one well, and 
then we'll see! Now, run away, and try your 
skill on your aunt ; tell her I am coming upstairs 
directly, and get her to lie down and rest — ^she 
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needs it ; " and, with a lighter heart than she had 
had for hours, Lilian obeyed. 

Dr. Grey had spoken lightly, but the Spirit 
was working within him, and the light words 
were the outlet of deeper and more holy 
thoughts than had visited him for many years. 
He fastened the door after Lilian had gone, 
and alone knelt and prayed — first for the child's 
restoration only, in strong fervent longing ; but 
gradually another strain of supplication rose 
from the long prayerless heart, and the higher 
petition was breathed, though less ardently, still 
with sincerity — "Help me to bear what Thou 
seest best ; " and then, with the dawn of a 
holier life breaking faintly upon him, he rose, 
and went to the sick-room of his idolized 
child. 

As he entered, his wife, who was there alone, 
said softly, pointing to the still sleeping boy : 
" Fred, will he wake again? He has slept so long, 
I begin to fear." 

Her husband bent over the bed, and then, 
putting his arm round his agitated wife, an- 
swered : " He cannot do better than sleep, Mary, 
but he is very weak to-day." 

" Oh, Fred, if he should die ! " 

He had not seen her so overcome before. She 
had been the strong one, the comforter; but now, 
as though to test his new-found strength, hers 
failed, and she wept bitterly. His first words 
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calmed her: *'Mary, it will be as God thinks 
best." 

Half unconsciously, he used the same words 
to cheer her with which his little niece had 
brought the ray of comfort to him. Mrs. 
Grey could scarcely believe such words had been 
uttered by her husband's lips ; but, raising her 
eyes to his, she saw at once the change of 
expression i^hich had come there with the last 
hour's experiences. 

" Fred, do you trust God ? " she asked, doubt- 
fully, and half hesitating to name a subject so 
rarely alluded to between them — ^the one point 
on which their sympathies had hitherto been 
severed. 

" I mean to, Mary — ^you must help me ; " and 
in the tone of reverent humility, and the earnest 
look accompanying it, Mrs Grey read the assur- 
ance of a future of greater joy, because of closer 
union, than had yet .been the portion of even 
her happy life. And so, while the unconscious 
agent in this great change lay between life and 
death, and voices were hushed, and feet trod 
lightly — out of the depth of sorrow arose peace, 
and light shone through the darkness. Even in 
the sad hearts, waiting thus, almost in silence, for 
the end, there was still peace, the fruit of faith. 
At length there came a day when a ray of hope 
dawned upon the anxious hearts of the watchers, 
and as day after day passed by, it brightened 
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and grew stronger. Soon the lesson of resigna- 
tion was merged in that of rejoicing, and the 
lips that had murmured in pain, " Thy will be 
done ! " now joyfully gave utterance to the words 
of thanksgiving. Now, too, for the first time, 
the voice of Dr. Grey rose in his family, reading 
the words of holy truth, and leading his house- 
hold in the service of prayer and praise. 

Before the autumn winds had lost all their 
summer warmth, or swept away the richly- 
tinted leaves from the old trees on the lawn, the 
whole family were again gathered together in 
the drawing-roofn. It was a happy group, 
though Wilfred as yet was content to be nursed 
by his papa, and quietly watch the merry group 
of brothers and cousins; for Uncle Douglas, Aunt 
Kate, and the two girls were now at Fern Glen, 
and mirth was the order of the day with the 
junior members of the party, while their elders 
looked on, amused and gratified by the young 
folks' happiness. 

Meantime, a conversation was progressing 
between Mrs. Grey, her sister-in-law, and Mrs. 
Pentonville, in which the three girls would have 
felt considerable interest, concerning as it did 
their near future. It was nothing less than a 
discussion of the project of sending them to 
boarding-school together after the Christmas 
holidays. 

Miss Curtis, having received an annuity from 
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a distant relative, had decided to resign the 
arduous task of teaching, and had retired into a 
quiet and peaceful oblivion. 

Aunt Kate had noticed Lilian was looking 
paler and thinner, in consequence of her long 
attendance upon Wilfred, and, as the best remedy, 
suggested complete change of air and sur- 
roundings. Dr. Grey unwillingly concurred in 
the advisability of the plan, though both he and 
his wife now found it especially difficult to part 
with their precious charge. 

Mrs. Pentonville's quiet opinion decided the 
matter : " Thy Lilian is a good child — I know 
none so nearly perfect ; take all the care of her 
that may be, and think of her good before thine 
own wishes." 

"So it shall be, then/' said the Doctor, 
decisively ; " and the sooner she comes back the 
better." 

"Yes," added his wife, looking across to 
where Lilian was sitting, listening to Agnes's 
animated conversation. " She has been what 
she prayed to be—* a good gift in her uncle's 
home.' " 
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Crown 8v0., Illustrated^ handsomely houndy 
Price 28. 6d. 



Elsie's Dowry. 



A Tale of the Franco-German War. By Emma. 
Leslie. 

" A touching tale, fall of character and incident. The German 
life at Elberfeid, the war, and the progress of the fighting at 
Woerth and Phalsburg are well sketched. The stoiy » one in 
which fine natural character and the influence of religious princi- 
ple are set forth wiih much Insight and skill. The title of this 
tale is founded on the German custom of providing a marriage 
portion of household linen for each daughter by the mother of 
the family. Klsie's portion was used in the hospital, and saved 
the lives of more than one of her friends.'— /Ve«man. 

"An excellent birthday or other gift."— ZaitCi' TrMsuiy. 

" Among the mass of books of the season that have passed 
under our hands, we can think of none that we should put into 
the hands of younor people with more confidence than this unas- 
suming litUe tome."— London and China Express. 

" We hope our library committees will not overlook this excel- 
lent tale."— rA€ Hive. 



Post 8vo., cloth, levelled hoards, price 6s. 

Effie Vernon ; 

Or, Life and its Lessons. By Julia Addison, 
Author of Sister Kate, &g. 

" Effie herself is a gem, and Dr. Moore must charm by his 
force of character and by his imselfishness. Ihe interest of tlie 
story is sustained to the close."— /Veemau. 

'* There is nothing of commonplace in the tale. Miss Addison's 
clearness and propriety of language, and power of discrimination, 
make every c))aracter and incident interesting, and the tone of 
her writing elevates her book far above tlic region of mere amuse- 
ment, although amusement is amply provided for."— (fl the. 



B. XABLBOROUOH AND CO., LONDON. 

BoyaH 8vo., with UhistraMom, cloth, bevelled howrds, 

price 10s. 6d. 

The Local Eecords of Stockton and 
the Neighbourhood ; 

A Reg^ister of Memorable Events cbronologi- 
cally arranged, which have occarred in and near 
Stockton- Ward and the North-eastern parts of 
Cleveland. By Thomas Bichhond. 

" Mr. Bichmond has industrioualy coHected firom diven lourcef 
every scrap of infomuttion he oould lay hold of xelatlTe to 
Stockton and ita Neighbourhood.'*— BoolEMlZer. 



Croton 800., with lUuitraiione^ Priee 8«. 6d. 

History of Ashford. 

By the Bev. A. J. Fearhan, M.A., Yicar of 
Eainham. 



Second Edition, Demy Svo., sewed, price le. 

How to make Money by Patents ; 

Or, Hints and Suggestions to Inventors and 
Patentees. By C. Barlow. 



Post Svo, cloth, price 6s, 6d, 



The West Coast of Africa, 



And its Islands. Adventures, and Observations. 
Historical and Descriptive Sketches of Madeira, 
Canary and Cape Yerd Islands ; their Climates, 
Inhabitants, and Productions ; Accounts of 
Places, Peoples, Customs, Trade, &o,, &o., &c. 
By Bev. Chas. W. Thomas, M.A., Chaplain to the 
African Squadron in 1S55, 1856, and 1857. 
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E. 'MABLBOROUQH and CO., LONDON. 

Fifth Edition, in neai cover, price Is. 

Carter's Practical Gardener ; 

A handj book on every day matters oonneofced 

with garden routine. Illnatrated in ooloors 

with twenty-six geometrical designs for flower 

beds. 

" Plenty for monejr, and good of iti kind, we cannot wonder 
tbat thia adminble book baa reached a third edition.**— rAe 
Oardener't Magazine. 



Engraved Title, cloth, gilt edges, 2#. 6(2. 

Hop Blossoms. 

Translated firom the Gterman. A Story of a 
Poor German Schoolmaster. 

This ia an Intereating work for the young, Inculcating the 
highest principlea of int^prity, as exhibited in the auooeBsfUl re- 
sistance of temptation in a weU-trained ikmily, under cixvum- 
itances of pziyation and triaL 



Orovm ^0,, price Is, 6({. 

The Heather Village ; 

A Stndy from the Oerman of Adalbert Stitter. 
Translated by Charles C. Macklet. 

Tax strong moral and virtuous tone pervading this beautiful 
literary production, that has made it, together with other worka 
by the same Author, so deservedly popular throughout the whole 
of Oermanyy will ensure for it a warm welcome into evezy English 
household. The work is printed on toned paper in MedisBval 
type. 



Small 8vo., extra cloth, gilt edges, Zs. 6d. 

My Mother ; 

Or, Home Scenes in Yorkshire. By Annie 
Ward. With Elegant Dlnminated Title. 



E. MARLBOROUaH AND CO., LONDON. 



WORKS ON PROPHECY. 



Demy Svo, price 1m, 

Near, — Even at tHe Doors. 

Intended to aid the plain man, who maj be a 
prajerfdl student of the Word of Gk>d. 



Demy 8vo. Price 6d., hypoat 7d, 

England in the Apocalypse: 

Her election and reprobation proved from Rev. 
XII., XVII., XVIII. 

All tboae who are interested in the studj of Prophecy in con- 
nection with passing and Aituxe events should read this work. 



Small SvOf cloth, price 2a, 6d. 

A Comparison of Prophetic Scripture, 

With special reference to the Antichrist, the 
Second Advent of the Lord Jesus, the Baptnre 
of the Saints, and the Millennium. By Henby 
Kelsall, M.D. 

**This is a valuable little book, very clearly written, and casting 
much light on the topics named in the tide. • « • * vre 
recommend our readers to get this usefUl manual." — Rainbow. 



Engraved Frontispiece^ price Is, 

The Great Excursion Train 

An Allegory. By Buhamah. With a Preface 
by Miss Whately. 
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E. MABLBOJIOUOH AND CO., LOXDOIT. 

Frioe 8#. Qd, ecufh Series, poet free, 

The Preacher's Portfolio : Firat Series. 

AND 

The Preacher's Portfolio : Second SerUe, 

Each oontaining Two Hnndred and Fifty Oat- 
lines of Sermons by eminent European and 
American Preacher^ of the 17th, 18th, and 19th 
Centuries, many of them never before pub- 
lished, several for the first time translated into 
English, and others obtained from works either 
soaroe or out of oirculation. 



Crown 8vo., eloth, price 6«. 

Westbourne Grove Sermons. 

By the Bev. W. G. Lewis. 



* I 



Crown Svo., olothf price St. Qd, 

Morning and Evening Walks with 
the Prophet Jeremiah. 

By the Bev. D. Fledge. 



In cloth, 4t8, 6d, 

Whisperings of Truth, for God and 
His Glory. 

By the Bev. George B. Scott, Author of 
Morning, Evening, &o, 

'* He has told the story with much sweetness, and hiterspersed 
it with many pleasant and cheerftil Ughts and tones of verse— « 
kind of book to be appreciated in a sick chamber— a help and aid 
lor Llttlc-fkith, Much-afraid and Despondency. Several of the 
reflections of Mr. Scott have a very beautiful and instructive 
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I. lUBLBOBOVOH AND CO., lAKDOH. 



STAMP ALBUMS, &.C. 

Oblong 8t*0j printed on extra thick paper. 

The Permanent Stamp Album, 

Bt H. STAT70BD Shith. Brought np to the 

present time, and Illnatrated bj a speciallj- 

engrayed Map of the World. 

"The leading feature of this album is the provirion of supple- 
mental leaves, hound up with the book^ thereby saving future 
trouble and expense. All leaves not required at the date of the 
publication of the Album, will be found with an asterisk (*) at 
the bottom of the page. More than 30 of such leaves are provi- 
ded (allowing for no less than 1,700 additional stamps), which are 
so distributed throughout the volume, that there is little chance 
of any new stamp country being placed out of its proper order." — 
Extract flwn the Pr^ace. 
No. 8. d. 

1 A Oloth, sprinkled edges, with clasp . .66 
1 B „ „ plain lock . .96 

2 A Cloth extra, gilt edg3s, with clasp . .86 

2 B „ „ „ plain lock . . 11 6 
8 A French morocco, gilt, with two clasps . 10 6 

3 B „ „ „ plain lock . . 13 6 
8 G „ „ „ engpraved gilt lock 15 6 

4 A Best morocco, gilt, with two clasps . 16 
4 0,. ., ». engraved, gilt lock . 21 



>* 



»> 



it 



Moen's Illustrated Album 

For Postage and Telegraphic Stamps, with 
English translation bj Dr. Yineb. 

s. 
No. 1 Large Oblong 8vo,, doth . price 10 

2 „ cloth, gilt edges „ 11 

3 „ French Morocco .. 13 



» 



}} 



>i 



i» 



Morocco, elegant „ 15 



d. 
6 
6 
6 
6 



Lallier's Postage Stamp Album. 

New Edition, considerably Enlarged, , 

No. 1 Large Oblong 8vo., cloth . price 10 

2 „ „ half Morocco „ 12 

3 ,, ,, Morocco .. 15 



If 



d. 
6 
6 
6 
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1. K4RL00nOUOR AND CO., LOMSOBT. 



The Mulready Stamp Albums, 

Brought np to tho present tlmoi Hpacei being 
provided for all new iiiuei. 

No. 1. Small oblong, cloth, price, li. 6d. 

No. 2. Foap. 4to, cloth, Hprlnkled edges, 2s. 6d. 

No. 3. Foap. 4to, cloth, bevelled boards, gilt edges, 
with illnstrated guide to the collection of upwards 
of 2,000 variotlcH, prioo, 8s. 6d. 

No. 4. Oblong 8vo, printed on extra thick paper. 
Cloth, with claiips. Descriptive oataloffue of all 
postage stamps, and engraved map of the world, 
prioo, 4s. (id. 

No. C. Ai No. 4t but extra oloth, gilt, with illus- 
trated frontiipieoe, price, 6i. 6d. 

" Tlioie alhumi are Invaluable to ooUeotors of poitage itampi, 
and (Vom thoir very r«aNonable price are within tne reaoh of any 
of our boyM w1ioh« InollnatlonR lean In that direction They are 
got up In a neat and elojrant style, and unlike too many artloIeH of 
tlie Name Hort, do not fMil to pleo«i after they have been opened 
half-a-dosen timoi. In fact, without occupying ipace unneoes- 
Harily to Indulge In eontaolen. we can heartily lay that they are 
everything that can be donitvV'^Routtidgi'i Mageuint/or Boyt, 



J^yth EtUUonf IhoUoap 8vo.| price It, 6d, 

Illustrated Catalogue of Stamps. 

By Dr. John Edwakd Okay, F.B.S. Revised 
and Corrected bj Ovaay Taylob. 

*' Collootori of Stamps will And the present work a good guide 
both as to Identity, value, and arrangement of the Stamps they 
may chance to receive."— Pitblio Opinion, 



Printid in Mav,v$ on extra TMoh Paper, 

The Brighton Crest Albums. 

No. 1.-^ Small oblong, cloth, with frontispiece In relief, and com* 

partroents for iii\0 croHts, Is, dd. 
No. 2.— Foolscap 4to., cloth, to contain MO, 2s. Od. 
Mo. 8,— KoolNcap 4to., cloth, with frontispiece in relief, and oom- 

partmente lor 1340, 8s. tfd. 
No. 4.— Foolscap 4to., cloth extra, gilt edges, with frontispiooe 

in relief, to oontain lAOO, As. 
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B. ICABLBOBOUaH AHD 00., LONDON. 



EDUCATIONAL WORKS. 



Edited bt MAEIOTJ DE BEAUVOISIN. 
In Foolsca/p 8vo., doih. Price Is, Gd, 

Anecdotes and Stories in French. 

Intenpened with Epigrammes, Bons-mots, &c. 
With an Explanation of the difficult Words, 
Phrases, and Idioms. 

" A charming collection of French Epigrams and Bons-mots, 
in prose and verse, with explanatory notes of the phrases and 
idioms. The work is an admirable little book for those who wish 
to master the niceties of the French language.** — PtMishen' 
Cireular, 

** This little work is particularly adapted for the School-room, 
but there are few students of French, be they old or young, who 
might not benefit by taking M. db BxAuyoisur into their confi- 
dence."— Jxk^'s Own Va^pfr. 

**A very useful and instructive exercise for those who are 
acquiring, or have a taste for the French language.'* — China 
Es^prtBi, 



Editkd by MARIOT DE BEATJVOISIN. 
In Derrvy Soo, cloth, price Is, 6d, 

Les Aventures de Gil Bias. 

The first book ; arranged for self-instruction in 
the French language, with an English Yerbal 
Collateral Translation, and numerous Gfram- 
matical and Idiomatical Kotes, explaining the 
Difficulties of the Text. 

*' To a person bent upon learning French without a master this 
book will be a treasure.*' — Educationai Reporter. 

"So well has M. de B. done his work, that even the most 
advanced student may learn much from this book." — Publuhav' 
Cireular. 

" No work in the French language more abounds with I^oms 
than Lb Saob's masterpiece, and a better choice of a text likely 
to 'give a practical acquaintance with the principal niceties and 
idioms of the language could not have been made.^JEuropean 
MaU, 
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FooUeap 8vo., iewed, price 4^. 

An Elementary French Grammar. 

By W, H. Stone. 

The low price at which this little work Is issued brings it irithin 
the reach of all schools. 



SERIES OF CHEAP 

SPELLING BOOKS, 

Printed on goodpa/per^ and strongly hound in cloth, 

Price Sixpence, 

By carpenter. 

Scholar's Spelling Asdstant.' Critically revised and amended. 

By FENNINO-. 

The Universal Spelling. New Edition, critically revised. 

By guy. 
The British Spelling Book. With numerous Illustrations. 

By mayor. 
English Spelling Book. Progressive Series of Easy Lessons. 

By VYSE. 
New London Spelling Book. With numerous Engravings. 

Vnifonn with above, Price Sixpence, 

WALKINGAME'S TUTORS' ASSISTANT. 

A Compendium of Arithmetic,modemiaed by E. Lbthbbidob,M. A. 



Price Ihoopence each. 

THE WAVERLEY COPY BOOKS. 



1.— Initiatory Lessons. 
2.— Combination of Letters. 
3. — Introduction to Text. 
4.~Text and Capitals. 
A.— Text or Half Text. 
6.— Half Text. 



With Engraved ffeacRines. 

7.— Half Text and Small. 

8.— Small Hand. 

9.— Text, Half Text, and Small. 
10. — Exerdses in Letter Addresses. 
11.— Ladies' Angular Hand. 
12.— Finishing Set, Small Hand. 
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DerMf 16mo., price 2f, 6d. 

The Newburys ; 

Their OpiliionB and Fortimes. By Edwin 

GOADBT. 

**Mr. Ckwdby bas rendered his triliate of homa«e where it is 
most justly due. We thank him for it His book ouglittobe 
given not only to our children, but to our friends, and diligently 
studied by ourselves. The Author honours the subject, and the 
sutgect honours the Author/'^Gefierol Baptist Magasme. 



Crofon 8vo., cloth, price 98. 6d. 

Sermons Preached at Auckland, 

"New Zealand. By Samuel Edges, B.A. 



Crovm Bvo., clothf price 3s. 6d, 

Rays from the Light of Truth ; 

Select Sermons by the Bey. F. Fieldes. 



IboUcap 9vo,, price Is, 6d, 

Present Day Lectures. 

By T. Haewood Pattison. 

Superior edition in clothf Price 2t. 
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